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Written by Mr. Dodſe, and ſpoken by Mr. Havard, 


HE Tragic Muſe revolving many a Page 

Of Time's long Records drawn from every A 

Forms not her Plans on or trivial Deeds, 
But marks the ſriting Ii bes fone Hero bleeds 
To fave his Country, * ber Powers inſpire, 
And Souls congenial catch the Patriot Fire. 
When bold Oppreſſion grind: a ſuffering Land; 
When the keen Dagger gleams in Murder's Hand ; ; 
When black Conſpiracy infects the. Throngs bor 2 
Or fell Revenge fits brooding o'tr his onge 
Thes wilkr Be forth in Terror; at ther Frown + | 
Guilt appall d, Ibo ſeated on a Thrane: Fl 
But the rack'd Soul when dark Suſpicion | * 
N hen Brothers hate, and Sons with Sire" cin: 


When claſhing Interefls War eternal wage; . 


23 


And Lowe, the tendereft Paſſion, turns to Rage J ; ® E: 
Then Grief on every Viſage flands impreft, © l 
Aud Pity thrabs in every feeling Brea: 3 N 1781 


Hope, Fear, and tndignation rife by „ W =. 
And the ſtrong Scene with various Paſſion .-0 
Such 'is our Tale Nor 75 i Tears Gould fir „ 
They're Virtue's Tribute 
Such Drops new Luftre to 65555 Eyes ge ; | 
The filent Witneſs of a tender Heart : 

Such Drops adorn the nobleft Hero's Cheek, © 
And paint his Worth, in Strokes that more than Al 25 
"Not he aubo cannot aveep, but he who can, 

| Shews the great Soul, and proves himſelf a Mar, 
Yet do not idly grieve at others Pain, 
Nor let the Tears of Nature fall in vain : 


Watch the clſe Crimes from whence their In havy 
grown, 
And from their Frailties learn to mend your own, 
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ö More than Ambaſſadors, who n our Boſoms, 2 
Bear Peace and War, and throw him which we We 
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6 RE BROTHERS. 1 
"The Greek, who won the World, was ſent befors him, 


As the grey Dawn before the Blaze of Noon : 


Philip had ne'er been d, but by Rome; | 
And what can Fame ſay more of mortal Man ? | 
Car. I know his pablic Charadtr. 
Po. t pains me 
To tary my Thooght dn is dens fn Sas 
There Philzp is no God; but 


Pap -- *2 "HETIL af From this Plays Bed 
Two Aue, ſpring. : LY 
Cur. TE; te wol 


- TIwilbneverdo. mnt on 


Poſt. _ Ya; Nagoya any but ans 
FR tars to Mariners; _ 
A moaning Rai 


Lat Rome,” our Hoſtage from his Father, 
Soon after, he was ſent Ambaſſador, 
When Phikp fear d the Thunder of our Arms. - 

s Manners won him, and his Manners Rome 1 
Who gooey Peace, declaring ſhe-forgave, | 
Te ke his high Worth, the uct of his Father. 
This gave him all the Hearts of Maceden; | 
Which, join'd to bis high e from Rome, | 


bens hi jealous Brann. 
gr” there not 
[A Dot Dry 3 1 8. 
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A TRAGEDY. ' 
And wiſely too: ut thou ſhalt hear it all. 
Not Seals of Adamant, not Mountains whelm d 
On guilty Secrets, can exclude the Day. 
Long burnt a fixt hereditary Hate, 
Between the Crowns of Macedon and Thrace ; 
D nrss —— 'd in Blood, 
Philip, at length, prevail'd ; he by Night, 
The Town, and Palace, of his dd ber TR, 
Ruſh'dthro' the Flames, which he had kindld rounds, 
And ſlew him, bold in vain: Nor reſted there, : 
But, with unkingly Cruelty, deſtroy'd ; 
Twolittle Sons within their Mother's Arms ; 
Thus meaning to tread out thoſe Sparks of Wan, 
Which might one Day flame up to ſtrong Revenge 
The Queen, thro* Grief, our har: doack. Sore expir'sy 
One Child alone ſorviv'd : A female Infant, 4 
Amid theſe Horrors, in the Cradle ſmil e. 
Cur. mama IN” E 
Poſt. / Stung wit "ip 
The Vigor took, and gave her his Queen. 
The Child was bred, and honour'd, as ber on: 2 Eh” 
She grew; ſhe bloom d; and now her Eyes reg, 
Her Brother's Wounds, on Philly's rival Sons. $7; = ns 
Cur. Is then Evizews that Tbracian Child 
How juft the Gods ! from out that ruin d House be 
He took. a Brand to ſet his own on Fire. r A 
Poft. To give thee, Friend, the whole in Miniature. | LS 
This is the Piture of great Philip's Court: | ; 
The proud, but melancholy King, on hi 
Majeſtic fits, like ove enthron in Dar ry 8 
His Sons are as the Thunder in his Hand. 
And the fair 'Thracian Princeſs is a Starrπẽ 2 
R the ſalemn . 8 
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THE BROTHERS. 
ar in Mariners,” as in Form, 
erve the Fire, high Birth, — kindle 
Cur. He holds his Conference with much Emotion; 
Poſs. The Brothers hath can Sa, nnd,mm airT'erns, 
Have borne away the Prize of Eloquence 
At Athens." Shun his Walk: our own Debate 
Is now at hand. We'll ſeek his Lion Sire, 
Who dares to frown on us, his Conquerors; 
| carries ſo much Monarch on his Brow, 
if he'd fright us with the Wounds we gave him. 


[Excunt. 
Enter Perſeus and Pericles. 


Per. To Empire! Empire Empire! Let that Word 
Make ſaered all I do, or can attempt 


Had I been born a Shave, I ſhould affect it: 


My Nature's fiery, and, of courſe, aſpires. 

Who gives an Empire, by the Gift defeats 

All End of Giving ; and procures 

Inftead of Gratitude, An Empire loſt, 

Deftroy'd, would lefs confound me, than refign'd. 

Pier. But are you ſure Demetrius will attempt? 
a e Rome court him ? For his Virtues ? 

0s 
To fire him to Dominion: To blow up 
A civil War then to ſupport him in it: 


. gains the Name of King, and Rome che Power. 
Pier. This is indeed the common Art of Rome. 


Per/. wie Source of Juttice chro the wond'ring 
World! 
His Yeuth and Valour ſecond Reme's Deſigns : 


"I The firſt inepels him to preſumptuous Hope; 
. 7 laſt ſupports him in it. "They bis Perſon ! 


y Hand, O Nature, has made bold with mine. 

A per 3 what Words diſtil from his red Lip, 

the Muttitude! and they make Kings. 
Ten thoufand Fodk, EKnaves, Cowards, lump'd to- 


Becoe all-wiſe, all-ri teous, and almighty. | 
Nor is this all: Ihe Thracias Mad 
Boy to me. 
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A TRAGEDY. 


Per/. O Pericles, to Death. It is moſt true, 
Thro hate to him, but not thro' love for her, 
I paid my firſt addreſſes; but became 
The fool I feign'd : My Sighs are now fincere, 
It ſmarts ; it burns: O nat twere Fiction ſtill! 
By Heaven, ſhe ſcems more beauteous than Domi- 


Cz 


nion! 
Per. Dominion, and the Princeſs, both are loſt, | 
Unleſs | you * the King. N 
Pe.-/. But how to gain him? - 


- 
"Ga 3 - 


Old r2en love Noveliies ; the Ed azrivd 


Still x leaſes beſt ; the youngeſt ſteals their Smiles. 

Per. Dymas alone can work him to his Pleaſure 3 
Firſt in Eſteem, and Keeper of his Heart. 

Perſ, To Dymas thou; and win him to thy * 

In the mean time, I'll ſeek my double Rival ; 
Curb his Preſumption, and ere myſelf, _ A. 
In all the Dignity of Birth, before him. ” 
White'er can ſtir the Blood, or fway-the Mind, 3 
Is now at ſtake; and double is che! Loſs, 2 - 


When an Inferior bears away the Prize. 
Per. Your Brother, dels d for the Solemnity. 


Perſ. To Dymgs fly ! gain him and thiak on this:, 
A Prince indebted, is a Fortune made. 
Eur Demetrius. Ie * 


Dem. How, Brother ! unattir d! Ha ave you forgot 


What Pomps are due to this allaftrious Day? ... 
Penſ. I am no G w,. for the Throns to gaze at 1 25 


Some are deſign'd by Nature but for Shew ; Yes. 
The Tinſel and the Feather of Mankind. 


Dem. Brother of that no more: For Shame, op 8; 5 = 


On 


| Your itt'ring Arms, 281 look like any ES ws, 
tt No, 880555 wok rr look 


1 gaze.on.thee :- ——No- ingſorious t 7 
More Romano, as it on t to be. WE 
Eat what is this that woes my weak S6 YL 
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10 THE BROTHERS. 
There's Sunſhine in thy Beaver. 


Dem. Tis that Helmet 
Which Alexander wore at Granicus. 

Perſ. When he ſubdu'd the World? Ha! is't not ſo? 
What World haſt thou ſubdu d? O, yes; the Fair. 
'Think'ft thou there could in Macedon be found 
No Brow might ſuit that golden Blaze, but thine? 


Dem. I wore it but to grace this ſacred Day: 
Jar not for Trifles. 


—_— Nothing is a Trifle 


That argues the Preſumption of the Soul. 


| Dem. "Tis they preſume, who know not to de- 


ſerve. 
Perſ. Or who, deſerving, ſcorn ſuperior Merit. 
—_— combats with a Brother, wounds him- 


Wave private Wrath, and ruſh upon the Foes 
Of Macedonia. 


Perf. No; I would not wound 

Demetrius Friends. | 
Dem.- © Demetrius Friends ! 
Per/. | The Romans. 


You copy Hannibal, our great Ally : 

Say, at what Altar was you ſworn their Foe ? 

 Peace-making Brother! Wherefore bring you Peace, 
But to prevent my Glory from the Field 7 

The Peace you bring, was meant as War to me. 


Dem. Perſeus, be bold when Danger's all your 
on: 


War now, were War with Philip more Cas Rome. 
a Saya Come, $6, YOu love Peace; that fair Cheek 


3 break the Bridge 
2 Cocles, or with Curtius leap the Gulph ; 

And league not with the Vices of our Foes, 
Dem. What Vices ? 


Per. With their Women, and th w, 
Vour Idol Lelizs, Lælius the polite. | 

I bear, Sir, you take Wing, and mount in Mer, 
Terence has own'd your mrade Terence, 
- 2 Tien, there, the Sure! | 


* . - 


A TRAGEDY. It 
Dem. At Athens bred, lhe Ae ee 3 
Perſ. At Athens bred, and borrow Arts" from 
Rome ? 
Dow. I've done: Let our Comration 
ceaſe : 
Our Mother ſhudders at it in her Grave. 
dane has Philip mourn'd ? a dreadful Foe, 
And awful King; but, O, the tend'reft Parent 
That ever — in Fondneſs o'er a Child ! 
Perſ. Why, ay; rg tell your Father ; fondly throw 
' Your Arms around ſtroke him to your Purpoſe, 
As you are wont: I boaſt not ſo much Worth ; 
I am no Picture, by the doating Eye 
To be ſurvey'd, and hung about his Neck. 
J fight his Battles, that's all I can do. 
But if you boaft a Piety ſincere ; 
One way you may ſecure your Father's Peace; 
And one alone—Refign Erixene. " 8 
Dem. You flatter me, to think her in my Power, | _—_ 
We run our Fates together, you deſerve, 3 
And ſhe can judge, proceed we then like Friends, 
And he who gains her Heart, and gains it fairly; 
Let him enjoy his gen'rous Rival's too. 
3 1 ſpeaking, unſincere, inſulting Bot, 
Is then my Crown uſurpt but half thy Crime? 
Deſiſt; or by the Gods that ſmile on Blood ! _- 
Not thy fine Form, nor yet thy boaſted Peace, 
Nor patronizing Rome, nor Philip's Tears, "Ii 
Nor Alexander 8 Helmet; no, nor more, I 
His radiant Form, ſhould i it alightin Thunder, . 2 
And ſpread its new Divinity between us, 
Should ſave a Brother from a Brother's Fury, 
| [Exit Perſeus? 
Dem. How's this ? the Waves e, 
Reſign thee 1 yes, Erixene, with Life! 7 Eq 
| Thou in whoſe Eye, ſo modeſt, and fo bright, Gd fl 
| Love ever wakes, and keeps a veſtal Fire, 3 AP 
Ne'er thall I wean my fond, fond Heart from thee, 


Bat Perſeus warns me to rouſe all my Powers. 7 
FF "5 88 4 by. 
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ISS 


For cho the ſmiles, I ſound not her Deſigns: - 

TIl fly, fall, tremble, weep upon her Feet; | 

1 Naber O ally e Gods!) my final Doom ! 
Father! Ha! <p on his — deep Thought, 

And — Concern! Kind Heav'n aſſwage his Sor- 


Which dike a Damp thro' all my ts 
: [ Exit. 
Enter King aul Antigonus, 


. K ings of their Envy cheat a fooliſh World : 
Fate gives us all in Spite, that we alone 
Might have the Pain of knowing all is nothing. 
The ſceming Means of Bliſs but heighten Woe, 
When impotent to make their Promiſe good : 
Hence, Kings, at leaſt, bid faireſt to be wretched. 
Ant. True, Sir; tis empty, or tormenting, all. 


The Days of Life are Siſters; all alike, 


None juſt the ſame; which ſerves to fool us on 
Thro' blaſted Hopes, with Change of Fallacy : 
While Joy is like To-morrow, to come; 
Nor ends the fruitleſs Chace but in the Grave. 


eg. Ay, there, Antigonus, this Pain will ceaſe, 


Which meets me at the Banquet; haunts my Pillow ; 
Nor, by the Din of Arms, is frighted from me. 
Conſcience, what art thou? thou tremendous Power! 
Who doſt inhabit us without our Leave 

And art, within ourſelves, another Self, 

A Maſter Self, that loves to domineer, | 

And treat the Monarch frankly as the Slave. 
How doſt thou light a Torch to diſtant Deeds? 
Make the Paſt, Preſent; and the Future, frown e 
How, ever and anon, awake: the Soul, N 
As with a Peal of Thunder, to ſtrange = ; 


In this long reſtleſs Dream, which Idiots hug, 8 
8 2 wife Men flatter with the Name of ] | 


Ant. You think too much. 


. VIP I do not think at a - 
The pale. the Gods inflict, m Thoughts . 
And paint my Dreams with Images of Dread. 


- Laſt Os | in Sleep, 1 ſaw the Thracian Queen, 


5 
«th ; 
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And her two murder'd Sons. She frown'd upon me 

And pointed at their Wounds. How throbb'd my 

1 | 

How ſhook my Couch? and, when the n came, 

The formidable Picture ſtill ſubſiſted, 

A wly vaniſh d from my waking Eye. 

fed ſome heavy Vengeance hangs in Air, 

And conſcious Deities infuſe theſe Thoughts, 

To warn my Soul of her approaching Doom. 

The Gods are rigid when they weigh ſuch Deeds 

As ſpeak a ruthleſs Heart; they meaſure Blood 

By Drops, and beat not one in the Repay, 

Could Infants hurt me? "Twas not like a King. 
Ant. My Lord, I do confeſs the Gods are with u * 

Stand at our Side in ev ry Act of Life; 

And on our Pillow watch each ſecret Thought; 

Nay, ſee it in its Embryo, yet unborn. 

But their Wrath ceaſes on Remorſe for Guilt ; 

And well I know your Sorrows touch your Sons ; 114 

Nor is it poſſible but Time muſt quench + 7 

Their flaming Spirits in a Father's Tears. 
King. Vain Comfort! I this Moment overheard © 

My jarring Sons with Fury ſhake my Wallis. 


wa, | 


| Ah! ky my Curſe from thoſe, that ought to bleſs me f 


The Queen of Thrace can anſwer that ſad 3 
She had two Sons; but two: And ſo have IJ. 
Mis fortune ftands with her Bow ever bent 
Over the World; and he who wounds e, i 
Directs the Goddeſs by that Part he wounds 
Where to ſtrike deep her Arrows in kimſelf. . 
Ant. I own, I think it time your Sons receive 2 
A Father's awful Counſel ; or, while here, 
Now weary Nature calls for kind Repoſe, 
Your Curtains will be ſhaken with their Broils ; 


N 


- And, when you die, Sons Blood may ſtain your Tomb . 


. But other Cares demand you now: The Romans. 


King. O Change of Pain! the Romans? Periſh Raus 


IP . Ae ONE 


; | Thrice happy they, who ſleep in bumble E Ry a 
, , 2 * — * 9 
7 Beneath the Storm Ambition blows. Tis meet 

. The Great ſhould have the Fame of Happineſs, * . 
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14 THE BROTHERS. 
"Tis all their Pay, for thoſe ſuperior Cares, 

| Thoſe Pangs of Heart, their Vaſſals ne'er can feel. 
Where are theſe Strangers? Firſt I'll hear their Tale; 
io | | Then talk in private with my Sons. 

it © Ant. But how 

| Intends my Lord to make his Peace with Rome r 
| King. calls me-fiery : Let her find 
Ant. O, Sir, forbear! 'Too late you felt Rome's 


Power. 
Toy: ay and that Reaſon flings me more than 


To 45 "a hate, and hazard all againft her. 

1 Ant. Hate her too much to give her Battle now ; 
Nor to your Godlike Valour owe your Ruin. 
$ * Greece, Theſſaly, Illyrium, Rome has ſfeiz'd; 
Your Treaſures waſted, and your Phalanx thinn'd : 
1 Should the proceed, and ſtrike at Macedon, 
1 — 1 be left of Empire ? 
1 | Philip: All. 

Til ye my Throne. Send in theſe Foreigners. 


SCENE draws, and diſcovers @ magnificent T, hrone, 

Perſeus, Demetrius, Courtiers,- &c. attending Poſt. 

humius ard Curtius, he Roman Ambaſſadors enter. 
Trumpet. ſound. The King aſcends the Throng. | 


Pio. Philip of Macedon, to thoſe Complaints 
Our Friends groan out, and you have heard at large, 
Rome now expects an Anſwer. She fits Judge, 


And will have Right on Earth. ä 
Expe#s an Anſwer? 


16 fal anbwer, as becomes a King. 
Poſt. Or more, Sir; as becomes a Friend of Rom. 
King. Or Alexander's Heir, to riſe ſtill higher. | 

But to the Purpoſe. Thus a King to thoſe 

r and puff them out at Ples· 

K | Has Phity done amifs? Twas you b wdted kn. ; 

EF. Cities, which deſerted in my Wars, WE” 

5 Tho t it meet to puniſh : Youdeny'd me, > . 

1 had hook the Walls of Maree, 5 Ie 


— 7 
* » = - 
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You pluckt me thence, and took the taken Town, 

Then you ſent Word I ſhonld retire from Greece, 

A Conqueſt at my Door, by Nature mine; 

And ſaid, Here end thy Realm; as ye were Gods ! 

And Gods ye ſhall be, ere Rome humbles me. 

A yet Philiß is your Friend ! - 

If this buys Friendſhip, where can you find Foes ? 

In what Regard will ſtern Rome look upon me ? 

If as a Friend; too precious let her hold 

Her own Eſteem, to caſt a Stain on mine: 

If as an Enemy ; let her | 

And do as ſhe has done; ſhe need no more. 
Poft. The Romans do no Wrong; yet ſtill are Men: 

And if To-day an Error thwarts their Purpoſe, 

To-morrow fets it right. If Philip loves 

Dominion, and the Pride that waits on Kin 


U 


(Of which, perhaps, his Words too — favour 


Humility to Rome will lead him to it; | 
She can give more than common Kings can 20vem. 
Keg. Than common Kings? Ambaſſador remem- 


Come—Where rt wy ay ay om: Blood. 

EM. * forbear A to the Ki . 
King. Aol Hamid lie, © 
Poft. Becauſe he — to 2 


Since rr 
Why here detain you, Priſoner of your Power, 
His Daughter, who was once Rome's good Ally, - 
The King of Thrace ? Why is ſhe not reftor'd F 

For our next Meeting you'll an Aniwer. 
What now has paft, for bis * 


Dot mole WY here lie” ne f 


. 5 ſay ſt, unſcepter d 


With atze I left you Albine Rocks; 
Tm Des desde, 


1 
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But, O the Night of Canes raging Field! 


When half the Roman Senate lay in Blood 
Without our Tent, and groan 4. as we carous d! 
Immortal Gods ! for ſuch another Hour 
Then throw my Carcaſe to the Dogs of Rome. 
Ant, Sir, you forget your Sons. | 
King. Let all withdraw. 
[Exeunt all but the King and his Sons. 
Two Paſſions only take up all my Soul ; 
Hatred to Rome, 4 Tenderneſs for them. 
Draw near, my Sons, and liſten to my Age. 
By what has paſt, you ſee the State of Things. 
Foreign Alliance muſt a King ſecure ; 
And Inſolence ſuſtain to ſerve his Power. 
And if Alliances with Rome are needful, 
Much more among ourſelves. If I mat bear, 
Unmov'd, an Inſult from a Stranger's Brow, 
Shall not a Brother bear a Brother's Look 
Em as 1 patience? Whither all this tends, 
our conſcious Hearts can tell you- 
1 1 it 255 pax; evere ? Two Sons alone 
Have * «xk my Bed; and they two are not Bro- 
ers. 
Look here, and, from my kind Regards to you, 
Copy ſuch * A as you ſhould bear each other. 
Wh 40 f * — not know, my Sons: 
And if you do—O let me ſigh no more! 
Let theſe white Hairs put in a Claim to Peace! 
Po 2 my ſole Contention with my 
rother 
Is this; which beſt obeys our F ather's Will. 
Dem. Father, if ſimple Nature ever ſpeaks 
In her own Language; ſcorning uſeleſs Words; 
You ſee her now; ſhe ſwells into my Eyes. 
I take thee to my Heart: 5 fold thee in it. 
[Embracing Perſeus; 
Our Father . — es we PR one Milk. ; 
Is now the ſmalleſt Motive of my Love... Yd, 
King. Antigonus, the Joy their Mother felt 
When my were n. was faint ene 


x 2 oy 
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Dem. See, Brother, if he does not weep! His Love 


Runs o'er in venerable Tears. I'm rude ; 

But Nature will prevail—My King! my Father! 
Per/. Now cannot I let fall a ſingle Te ear. [Afide. 
King. See! the good Man has caught it too. 

Ant. | Such Tears, 

And ſuch alone, be ſhed in Macedonia! ; 

King. Be not thou, Perſeus, jealous of thy Brother} 

Nor thou, Demetrius, prone to give him Cauſe; 

Nor either think of Empire till I'm dead. 

You need not; you reign now; my Heart is yours. 

Sheath your Reſentments in your Father's Peace; 

Come to my Boſom both, and ſwear 1 it there. 

[Embracing his Sons. 
Ant. Look down, ye Gods, change me, if you 
can, 

This Sight for one more lovely. What ſo ſweet. 

So beautiful, on Earth, and, ah! ſo rare, ; 

As Kindred Love, and Family Repoſe ? _ 

This, this Alliance, Rome, will quite undo thee. 

See this, proud Eaftern Monarchs ! and look pale! 

Armies are routed, Realms O er- run by this: | 
King. Or if leagu'd Worlds ſuperior Forces bring, 

Fd a. die a Father than a King. 

Fathers alone a Father's Heart can know; :/ 1 £4 

What ſecret Tides of ftill Enjoyment flow, _© ä . w 

When Brothers love: But if their Hate — — 

They wage the War, but tis the Father bleeds.  _.. 

| [Excunt, 


F 
9 


: End of the FIRST Acr. | 5 
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18 THE BROTHERS. 
ACT M. 


Enter Perſeus, 


Perf. Y loiters my Ambaſſador to Dymas ? 


2 will not ſure preſume to 


A Friendſhip offer d from an Heir of Empire. 
But Pericles returns, 


Enter Nin 


Per. He's cautious, Sir, he's fabile, he's a Cour. 
er. Uo 
is now for you, now for your Brother; 


For both, and neither : He's a edel Wing 


And loves the Sunſhine : On his re 

While the Scales waver, he I fly biful round you, 

And fing his Flatteries to both alike: 

The Scales once f d, he'll ſettle on the Winner, 

r 

But what Succeſs had you, Sir, with your Brother? 
wht All, all my Hope: are at the Point of Death | 


trium SSL a Hold in Love: 
He's ever warbling Nonſenſe in her Ear, 


With all th' e ee of Succeſs. 
Darkneſs incloſes me; nor ſee I Light 
From any Quarter dawn; but from his Death. 
Per, Why fart at n D who reſolves on 


yours ? 
Perſ. Reſolves on mine ! 
Per. Have you not mack'd the Princeſs F 


5 _ You have: With what a Beam of Majeſty 


Her Eye ſtrikes ſacred Awe ! It ſpeaks her Mind 
"Exalted, as it is Whom loves ſhe then ? 


Demetrius? no; Rome's Darling; who, nodal. 


Dares court her with your Empire. And ſhall Perſeus 


1 4 Ev 5 
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Survive that Loſs ?—Thus he reſolves your Death. 


Perſ. Moſt true. What Crime then to firike firſt ? Es 
But how ? * | 


Or when ? or where ? O Pericles! ali me. 


Per. Tis dangerous. 
S The fitter then for me. 
Per. Wait an Occafion that befriends your Wiſhes 
Perſ. Go, Fool, and teach a Cataract to creep! _ 
Can Thirſt of Empire, Vengeance, Beauty, wait? _ 
Per. In the mean time accept a Stratagem | 
That muſt ſecure your Empire, or your Love. 
Your Brother's Roman Frien gall no leſs Js | 
The King, than you: He s their Conſt 
Dymas hates Rome, and Dymas has a Daughter. 
How can the King ſo powerfully. fix 
Demetrius Faith, as by his Marriage there ? _ 
For Dyma:s, thus, Rome's ſworn, eternal Foe, 
Becomes a Spy upon is private Life, 
And Surety jor bis Conduct | 
Per. —_— 
Our Art defeats itſelf, My Brother 5 
The Favourite, and ſo ens in is Treaſon; 
Per.” Think you, he'll w her ? No; the Princeſs 
E 


ye 
| Makes no ſach won lid Conquelt. He'll refule, | 


And thus effect what TI have ftrove in vain : 

Yes, he'll refaſe ; and Dymas, in his Wrath, 

Will lift for us, and Vengeance——Then the King 

Will, doubtleſs, much reſent his Son's Refuſal ; 

And thus we kindle the whole Court againſt him. Les 
Perſ. My precious' Friend, I thank thee. I cake 


On 4 Hope: I think it cannot fail. : 

Go, make thy Court to Dymas with this Scheins: 
N ?—F'll feed her Pride Krater our. 
Once more ; but not expend my Breath in vain. 
This Meeting ſtamps unalterable Fate 


| 
. ' ; 
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Pater Frixene and Delia. 
G O Brixene! 
O Princeſs ! colder: than your Thracian Snows ! 
See Perſeus, _ ne = 100 pd but to the Gods, 
Proſtrate and Empire ſue. 
Why: have I 2 Becauſe you. are fair. 
but a Title to adore you. 


5 nn ty do number in my Lineage | 
R and Gods — That you, 55, ae lei dirine, 
— a Bluſh, may liſten to my Vows. 


My Anceſtor ſubdu'd the World. I dare | 
Beyond his Pride, and graſp at more, in you. J 
bdurate Maid! or turn, or J expire. 


ne? If Lanes, 1 Lord, bs Choice, ; who, love in 


: vain © «446 7 
Should blame hi elf alone: and if tis ; nr, 
"Tis Fate in all: Why then your Blame 1 
My Crown's precarious, thro the Chance of War; 
But ſore my Heart's my own. Each Villager 
Is Queen of her Affections, and can vent 
Her arbitrary. Sighs here: e er the pleaſes. 
Shall then the Daughter of a Race « of 


* - 


Perſ. Madam, you juſtly blame the Chance of War: 


* 
. - Th * 
* S * + 


The Gods have been unkind: tam not ſo. 
No! Perſeus comes to counter-balance Fate. 
Thrace ne er was conquer'd,—if you ſmile on ma 
Silent! obdurate ſtill! as cold as Death! 

But 'tis Demetrius 
Erix. Prince, I take your Meaning, 
But, if you truly think his Worth prevails} 
How ftrange is your Requeſt ! | 
Perſ. - No, Madam, no; 
Tho! Love has hurt my. Mind, I ſtill can judge 
What Springs controul the Paſſions of the Great, 
Ambition is firſt Miniſter of State; _. —_—_ 
Love's but a ſecond in the Cabinet; 
Nor can he feather there his unfledg'd Shaft 5 
But from Ambition's Wing: But you conceive. 


Pl 
4 
, ” 


More ſanguine Hopes, from him whom * n 
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Than me. You view Demetriss on my Throne; | 
And thence he ſhines indeed. His Charms from thence 
Tranſpierce your Soul, enamour d of Dominion. 
Erix, Why now you ſhew me your found Eſteem! 
Demetrius Guilt alone has Chris K: me; . 
Tis not tlie Prince, but Traitor, wins my Love. 
| Such Inſults are not brooks by Royal Minds, po 
\ Howe'er their Fortunes ebb ; and tho' I mourn, 
An Orphan, and a Captive, Gods there are 
Fear then an Orphan's, and EG Wa 
Per/. Your cruel Treatment of my Paſion—=— 8 
But I'll not talk. This, Madam; only this - 
Think not the Cauſe, che curſed Cauſe of all, 
Shall laugh ſecure, a_ my Pangs. , A 
<& No ; by the Torments of an eart on Fire, Fg « 
5. She gluts my Vengeance, aac: 


Erix. What have 1 done? In what wheat | 
| Rage 
C3 Has ſuarch' him hence on Ill? I frown on Perſeus, -. 
| And kill Demetrius. : 
0 „ | Madam, fee hePrince. 


"456d 
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Erix. Ab, Prince! the Tempeſt, which 0 long 
has lour d, : 
Is now full ripe, and burſting & o'er your Head. hs 
This Moment Per/eus Malice amd before me:; 
Victorious Rage broke thro* his wonted Guard, _ 
ing, And menic'd loud your Ruin. Fly, O fly! 
Thig Inſtan t. SN 
Den. To what Refüge? ha 5 Ke 
a Her a Arms to claſp you for her own. | 7 
„ Dem. Madam, tis prudent; I confeſs i it is: 8 
But is it loving as true Lovers ought, be = = 
To be ſo very prudent in our Love? 3 
I boaſt not ſo much Wiſdom : I prefer 
Wa Ah Feet, before the World w 


— 


*. 
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Erix. In Danger thus extreme—. _ 1 
Dem. Oh j moſt Belov'd 
Lov'd you like me, like me would you diſcern, 

That I but execute my Brother's Purpoſe 

By ſuch a Flight. At that his Clamour, Rage, 
And Menace aim; to chaſe a Rival hence, 

And keep the Field alone. Oh!] ſhall T leave him 
To gaze whole Days; to learn to read your Eye; 
To ſtudy your Delights; to chide the Windes 
Too rude Approach; to bid the Ground be ſmooth ; 
To follow, like your Shadow, where you go ; | 
Tread in your Steps; perhaps—to touch your Hand, 
O Death! to miniſter in little Thing; 

From half a Glance to propheſy your Will, 
And do it, ere well form'd in your own Mind ? © © 
Gods! Gods! while Worlds divide me from my 
That, -ſhould ſhe call, Demetrius might grow old, 
ie he could reach her Feet, 7.7 OT 

Erix. | If Perſeus Love | 
Pains you, ie pains me more. Is your Heart griey'd? 
Mine is tormented : But fince Philip's Self 3 
Is Love's great Advocate, a flat Refuſal "= 
But blows their Rage, and haſtens your Deſtruction. 
Had I not that to fear ! were you ſecure ! 

I'd eaſe my Boſom of its full Diſdain, 
And daſh this bold Preſumer on his Birth. 
But, ſee ! the grand Proceſſion. . | 
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Eater the King, Perſeus, Romans, Antigonus, &c. 


King. Let the Proceſſion halt! and here be paid, 
Before yon Hamas Altar, Thanks to Heav'n, _ 
That brings us ſafe to this auſpicious Day! - _. 
The great Luſtration of our martial Powers, 
Which from its diftant Birth to preſent Tine 
Unfolds the Glories of this antient Empire, 
And throngs the Pride of Ages in an Hour. 


*., ade Bn UE 
5 
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Fel. What Figure's that, O Philip! chat precedes? 
nennen 
5 LY 
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King. The Founder of our Empire, furious Sen 
Of Alcides. We're ally'd to Heaven; 
And you, I think, call Romalus a God.— 


That Phils, ſecond of our Name ; and Bere, : 


O bend with Awe to him, whoſe red right Hand 


Hurl'd proud Darius like a Star from Heaven, 


With leſſer Lights around him, flaming down, 
And bid the laurel'd Sons of Macedonia | 
Drink their own Ganges. 


Per. Give him his Helmet, Brother | 
Af ts Demetris, 
King. You lead the Troops tht Join in mock En- 


counter : 
And in no other may you ever meet [7 9 
But march one Way, and —— the World before you. 
The Victor, as our antient Rites decree, 
Muſt hold a Feaſt, and triumph in the Bowl. 
Dem. I long, my Lord, to ſee the Charge begin: 


The brandiſh'd Faulchion, and the claſhing Helm, 
Tho' but in Sport; it is a Sport for Men. | 


Raw Alexander thus began his Fame, 


And overthrew Darius, furſt, at home. 

We'll praAtiſe o'er the Plans of future Congueſts, | 
While neighbouring Nations tremble at our Play; 
And own the Fault in Fortune, not in us, 

'That we but want a Foe to be immortal. 


Perſ. You have ſupply'd my Wants: I thank you, 


King. ¶ Rifing and coming forwards, Mufic. ] How vaia 


all outward Efforts to ſupply 
The Soul with Joy! The Noontide Sun is dark, 
And Muſic Diſcord, when the Heart is low : 
Avert its Omen! what a Damp hangs on me! 
Theſe ſprightly, tuneful Airs bat ſkim along 
The Seefine of my Soul, not enter there: _ 
She dna and es bo. es a Sound. 
How, like a broken Inſtrument, "8322. A | 
The fcilful Touch, my joyleſs Heart lies dead 
Nor anſwers to the Maſter's Hand divine 


Ant, When Men once reach their Autumn, fickly 
Fall 


4, 


Fall off , as yellow Leaves from Trees, 
At — 15 e Breath Misfortune blows ; 
Till left quite naked of their Happineſs, 
In the chil! Blaſts of Winter they expire. 
This is the common Lot. Have Comfort chen: 
Your Grief will damp the Triumph. 
Arx. It is over. 
Hear too; the 8 
And now this Phantom of a Fight 
Fair Princeſs, you and I will go — 
As Priam and bright Helen did of old, 
To view the War. Vour Eyes will make them bolder, 
And raiſe the Price of Victory itſelf. 
| [47 go out but Perſeus, who has obſervd Dead. 
trius and Erixene all this time 3 | 
' Nays behind thoughtful and diſturb d. 

. Perf; Before my Face ſhe feeds him with her 
The King looks on, nor diſapproves the Crime; 
And the takes them as not due to me. [EX 
Without Remorſe as happy as ſhe'll make him. 
Periſh all three! Pl ſeek Allies elfewhere ; 

Father, and Brother, nay, a Miſtreſs too, 
DeftruSion, rife! Thou h thou art black as Night 
Thy Mother, and Bare: kn as Deſpair ; 

Pl claſp. thee thus, nor think of Woman more. 
Ho the Boy doats, and drinks in at his Eyes 

Her Poiſon! O to ſtab him in her Arms! 
— EI Ne. 


S 8 | Eater Pericles, 
Per. Where 3 is my Prince ? The Nation's on the 


Win 
No Boſom but exults; no Hand but bears 
A Garland, or a Trophy : And ſhall Feen 


Perf. Vengeance ! 
Per. [Shout within.) Hear how with Shouts they 


rend the Skies! 
81 Give me my Vengeance? * A 
| — To 


Fory 
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4 In poliſh Armour, ſhine alnſt the Sun. 
| 7 Dice Ter e Yord, and not of Ven- 
geance, 
And 1 will uſe thee, as Iwou d- my Brother. 
Per. Vengeance! on whom ? _ 
* | On him. 
„ What Vengethee?. 
Perf. x Blood. 
Per. Tis ma ö 
Perſ. Wat God Vin ere * ? 
ler Per. - Your own Right: Hand. 1 
N Perſ. I dare not—for my Father. | 
Per. VPou ſhall dare. | 


2 Pe Shak thou dare give Encouragement to Per- 
her 


2 5 


Undid thy Purpoſe; III outſhoot the Mark, 
Per. Where are you, going? 
EY Per. | 0 the mock een 
4 Per. What more Hke mock Enecunter thin rhe 
. true? 
Per Enough He's dead ! Twas Accident ; ; 
*twas Error: 
oe -- No Matter what. Ten thouſand ſhare the Blame. 
| Per. Hold, Sir I had forgot: On this Occafion, 
c The Troops are ſearch'd ; — Foils alone are worn, 


! of "Swords, 6 
© Ki Ufer were nog. 
Who pains my Heart, plagts Thunder nf 1 * 
Pa. But, ſhould this fail— HPP, 
Per. Impoſſible! * 
TheB | as But, dert 
Ls © How uet follows. IP 
on the q Poiſon in his Wine. _. : 


& 


I chal the Gods ! my Spirits are reviv'd! 
T draw immortal Vigour 1 that Bowl! : 
6; ſhould both fail, the Field. and Bange 
too. 


Oey All fails not; fairer Hopes to fair ſucceed: EET 
7 For know; my Lord, the King receiv'd with Joy * 
1 Men, The e and ſent for Dymas Daughs ©» 
In 'T 3. 4 


11 Perf. 


| 
\ 
: 


T0 fetter Fools, while we bear the Prize, 
: The End of the SECOND Kere 
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Perſ. Then there' s a ſecond Bowl of Poiſon for him. 
Pier. Yet more: This Ev'ning thoſe Ambaſſadors, 
Which Philip ſent to Rome, beneath the Name 
Of public Buſineſs, but, in Truth, to learn 
Your Brother's Conduct, are expected Home. 

Perſ. Thoſe whom I ſwore, before they parted 


hence, 


Jn dreadful Sacraments of Wine and Blood, 


To bring back ſuch 1 as ſhou'd deſtroy him: 
And 1 if, to complete our ſecret Plan, 


We feign a Letter to his Friend the Conſul, 
To ſtrengthen our Ambaſſadors Report? 


Per. That Care, my Lord, be mine: T know a 
_ Enave, - 


"Grown fat on Fo - he'll counterfeit 


Old Quintus Han . Seal, by former Letters 
Sent to the King; which you can gain with Eaſe. 
Perſ. Obſerve—This Morning, at their 8 


The Romans, in eſfeci, inform'd the King, 


That Thrace was theirs, and order'd him reſtore © | 


The Princeſs, This will give much Air of Truth, 
I our forg d Letters ſay the Romans crown _ 
Demetrius King of Thrace, and promiſe more. . 
Per. u Lord. it ſhall be done. Ba 
5 Feu. * | All cannot 2 
Er Trump 
Per. The. Tramp found ; the II % 
mounted. , 


Perſ. Vengeance! 

Sweet Vengeance calls: Nor ever call'd a God 

Such ſwift Obedience: Like the rapid Wheel, 
T kindle in the Courſe; I'm there already; 
Snatch the bright Wea 2 bound into my Seat; 
Strike; triumph m gaſping on the Ground, - 
And Life, 722 3 ſpringiag from his Wound. 
When Godlike Ends, by Means unjuſt 3 


The great Refult adorns the daring 3 


Virtue's a Shackle, under fair Dif; 
be 
'A er 


4 


. 
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A | II. 


E nter ö 


Por (OW ARDS\ in In, like Cowards i in the 
Fie | 
Are ſure to be defeated. To ftrike home, - _ - + 
In both, is Prudence: Guilt, n, muſt fly 
To Guilt conſummate, to be ſafe. 


Enter Pericles, 


Pa; © My Lord— — 

Perſ. Diſturb not my Devotions ; yo decline 
The beaten Track, 7 4 common Path of Prayer - 
Ye Pow rs of Darkneſs ! that rejoice in Ill; ; 
All ſworn by Styx, with peſtilentjal Blafts - 


'To wither every Virtue in the Bud ; 


To keep the Door of dark Conſpiracy, 

And ſnuff the grateful Fumes of human Blood ! 
From Sulphur — or your red Beds of Fire, 
Or your black Ebon Thrones, auſpicious riſe; 


And burſting thro” the Barriers of this World, 


Stand in dread Contraſt to the golden Sun; _- 

Fright Daylight hence with your infernal Smiles, 

And bowl aloud your formidable Joy, 

While I tranſport you with the fair Record 

Of what your faithful Miniſter has done, 

Beyond your Inſpiration, ſelf-impell' * 

To ſpread your Empire, and ſecure his own. 

Hear, and applaud. — 7 Pericles ! proceed: 

Speak, is the Letter forg'd ? | | 
Per. This Moment; and might cheat 

The cunning Eye of Jealouſy itſelf. . 
1 well: Art thou aid of what hath' 

2 „ 2 Since 


* 
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Since laſt we parted ? 
Per. No, my Lad: 
Per /. Then rouſe 


Thy whole Attention: Here we are in private: 
Know then, my Pericles, the mock Encounter 
I turn'd, as — ht by thee to real Rage. 
But blaſted be the Cowards _—_ L. led! 
8 trembled at a . 


Perf. Mark me well: 
The Villains fled; but ſoon. my Prudence turn 1 
To good Account that momentary Shame, 
Thus pretend *twas voluntary Flight 
To ſave a Brother's Blood; accuſing him 
As Author of that Confli& 1 declin'd, 
And he purſu'd with Ardour and Succeſs. 

Per. That's artful. What enſu'd? _ 

Pwr. The Banquet follow'd. 
mak the Victor, as our Rites require : 
To which: his eaſy Nature, ſoon appeas'd, 
Invited me. I went not; but fent Spies 
To 1 paſt; winch Spies, by Chance da- 
8 te 
{Obſerve me) were ill us'd. 

Per. By whom? your Brother 5 
Perſ. No; by his Sons of Riot. He'foon after 
Not knowing that my Servants were abus'd, 
Kind, and gay-hearted, came to viſit me. 
They, who las d my Spies, for Self- defence, 
Conceal'd their Arms denn the Robes of Peace. 
Of this inform'd, again my Genins ferv'd me.— 

Per. You took Occaſion, from theſe few in Arms, 
To charge a murderous Afault on all. 
 Per/. True, Pericles: but mark my whole Addreſs: 
Againſt my Brother fwift I bar my Gates; 
Fly to niy Father ; „5 
Accuſe Demetrius; firft, of turni 
And guiltleſs Exerci 4 to mortal 
Then, of i inviting me. ({till'blacker If 9 
2 ſouling death in an invenom d Bowl ; 


Ha! 


- 4 
- 


* 
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And, laſt, that both theſe fail; ad. Rage, 
He threw his Schemes of battled”? Art aſide. 10 j 
And with arm'd Men avow'dly-ſought my Life. 

Per. Three ſtartling Articles, well aaa, 
Following each other in an eaſy 8.25 ain, ö 
With fair Similitude of Truth But, Sir, 
How bore your Father ? 5 

Per. Oh! he ſhook ! hg fell 
Nor was his fleeting Soul recall'd with Eaſe. 

Per. What ſaid he, when recovered? - 

Perſ. lis Reſolve 


I know not yet; but, ſee, his Minion comes; ä 


And comes perhaps to tell me But I'll go; 

Suſtain my Fart, and eccho loud my Wrong. x 
Nought 10 like Innocence, as perfect Guilt. 22 
If he brings aught of Moment, you'll inform me. 


[4s en 4: bes fe 7% Off, 


= 
[4 


Wo Dymas. 


Per. Ev'n as the King? — © 2825 
Dym. Ev'n as,an 3 o : 
Puſht to and fro, the Labour of the Stoſm:m 
Whoſe largeſt Branches are ſtruck off by Thunder: 
Yet ſtill he lives, and on the Mountain groansz 
Strong in Affliction, awful from his Wounds, 
And more rever'd in Ruin, than in Glory. 
Per. I heard Prince Perſeus has accus ' his Broch 
Dym. True; and the King's Commands are nom 
gone forth 46 
To throw — both in Chains ; for farther kwoy, oo 3 


ST - - 


They boch this H e 

an wad their Cauſe before. him. "Nay, already | 
obles, Judges, Counſellors, are met; 

— public 98 — wears her ſterneſt Form: 


A more eee Tra ne'er way Fern; th "A 
B.3. Whether 


* 
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Whether the Pleaders you ſurvey as Brothers, 

Or Princes known in Arts, or fam'd for Arms ; 

Whether you ponder, in their awful Judge, 

The tender Parent, or the mi ighty King. 

Greece, Athens hears the Cauſe : The great Reſt alt | 

Is Life, or Death; is Infamy, or Fame. ¶ Trumper. 
Per. What Trumpets theſe ? | ; 
Dm. They ſummon to the Court. [Excunt. 


'  GCENE Ae, the Court, King, &c. 
Enter Dymas, and takes bis Place by ibe King. 


King. © Bring forth the Priſoners. 
Strange Trial this! Here ſit I to debate, 


Which vital Limb to lop, nor that to ſave, 
« But render wretched Lit more wretched ſtill. 
+ What fee I, but Heav'n's Vengeance, i in my Sons? 
Their Guilt a Scourge for mine: "Tis thus Heav'n 
writes 
Its awful Meaning, plain i in human Deeds, 
And Language leaves to Man. 


Enter Perſeus and Demetrius in Chains, from different + 
Sides of the Stage ; Perſeus follow'd by 9 and 


Demetrius by Antigonus. 


Dym. Dread Sir, your Sons. 
King. I have no Sons; and that I ever had, ; 

Is —— my heavieſt Curſe : And yet what Care, 
What Pains, I took to curb thei? riſing Rage 

How often have I rang'd thro' Hiſtory ' 

To find Examples for their private Uſe ? 

The Theban Brothers did I ſet before them 

What Blood ! what Deſolation ! but in vain ! 

For thee, Demetrius, did I go to Rome, 

And bring thee Patterns thence of Brothers 2M 1 

The 24intii, and the Scipig s: But in vain! 

If Tm a Monarch, where is your Obedience 2 


If I'm a Father, where's Your Duty to me? . ny 
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If old, your Veneration due to Vears? 

But I have wept, and you have ſworn in vain 7 

IT had your Ear, and Enmity your Heart. 

How was this Morning's Counſel thrown I 332 

How happy is your Mother in the Grave! 

She, when ſhe bore you, ſuffer'd leſs: Het Bias © 

Her pungent Pangs, throb thro” the Fe ather” s Heart. 
Dem. You can't condemn me, Sir, to worſe: 

this, (live, 

King. Than what, thou young Deceiver ? While i 1 

vou 8 with impious Wiſhes graſp my Sceptre: 

Nothing is ſacred, nothing dear but Empire. 

Brother, nor Father, can you bear ; fierce Luſt 

Of Empire burns, extinguiſh'd all beſide. - oT.7. 

Why pant you for it? to give others Awe? ,. 

Be therefore aw'd yourſelves, and tremble at it, 

While in a Father's Hand. 


Dym. . : My Lord, your Warmth . 


| wy the Buſineſs. 


Am then too warm? 
The Ser ada ſhelter me from ev'ry Blaſt, 
themſelves the Storm 015 how Rome 91. 
1 
Oh ! how they bring this hoary Head to Shame! 
Conqueſt and Fame, the Labour of my Life, 
Now turn againſt me; and call in the World 
To gaze at what was Philip, but who now _ 
Wants ev'n the Wreteh's Privilege ——a Wiſh. 
What can I wiſh ? Demetrius may be guiltleſs _ 
What then is Perſeus ? Judgment bangs as yet 


4 


| Doubtful o'er them; but I'm condemn'd-already ; 


For both are mine, and one is foul as Hell. 
Should theſe two Hands wage \ War; (theſe Hands 1. 
| dear !) | 25 
What boots it-which prevails ? In both I bleed. 
But I have done. Speak, Perſeus, and at large; 
You'll have no ſecond Hearing. Thou forbear. 

* [To Demetrius. 


Perf L Speak "Twas with utmoſt Srraggle 1 for- 
<1 B 4 : Fs Theſe 
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Theſe N were ſcarce deſignd to reach my 


Their Mapa is ſufficient, ſtoppin 
Fon Shewing his Arms. 


Theſe Chains for what ? Are Chains for Innocence? 
Not ſo ; for, ſee, Demetrius wears them too. 
Fool that I was, to tremble at vain Laws; 
Nor fearn from him Defiance of their Frown ; i 
Since Innocence and Guilt are us'd alike ; 
Blood-thirſty-Stabbers, and their deſtin'd Prey; 
Perſeus and He——1I will not call him Brother : 
[Pointing at Demetriaa 
He wants not that Rübe of kis Guilt, 
K 
our whole t fa ay. | 
| Perſ. Scarce was he cool from that Embrace this. 
Morning, 
Which you injoin'd, and 1 ſincerely gave; © ang 
Nor thought he plann'd my Death within my Arms; 
When holding vile, Oaths, Honour, Duty, Love, 
He fir'd our friendly Sports to martial Rage. = 
If War, why not fazr War? But hat has Danger - 
From hoſtile Conflict, as from Brothers Play, 
He blyſh'd not to invite me to his Banquet. 
- I went not; and in that I was to blame? of 5 
Think you, there nothing had been found but Peace ?. 
From whence ſoon after r fally d armed Men ? | 
Think you, I nothing had to fear from Swords 
When from their Foils I ſcarce eſcap'd with Like? 
Or Poiſon might- his Valour ſuit as well: 
This paſs d, 45 ſuits his Wiſdom, Macedonians 1 
Who volts o'er elder Brothers to a Throne: 
With an arm'd Rout he came to vifit me. 
Did I refuſe to go; a bidden Gueſt? 
And ſhoyld I welcome him, a threat” ning Foe ? 
Reſentin rp * ; boiling for Revenge ! 


9 4 | 
„ bote The King ! 
© = 8 5 A 
You now had mourn'd m/ Death, not heard m 


-- 
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Dares he deny he brought an armed Throng i ? ud 

Call thoſe I name ; who dare this Deed, dare all; I 

Yet will not dare deny, that this is true. 

My Death alone can yield a ſtronger Proof; 4.467% 

Will no lefs Proof than that content a Father? - 
Per. Perſeus, you ſee, has Art, as well as Fire 


Nor have the Wars worn Athens from his Tongue. 


1 who ſeeks: ta bathe in Brother's" 

Not find well- pleas'd the Fountain whence it flow'd 7 

Let him, who ſhudders at a Brother's Knife, | 

Find Refuge in the Poſom of a Father : 

For — elſe can Ifly ? wham elſe implore ? 2 

I have no Remazs, with their Eagles Wing, © 

To ihelter me: Demetrius borrows thoſe, | 1 

To mount full Rebel-high : I have their Hatred; 

And, Thanks to Heavn! 4/erve' it : Good Dove 
£7105. 

Can ſee your Towns and Kingdoms tarn away 

By theſe Prote#ors ; and ne er loſe his Temper. 


My Weakneſs! I confeſs, it makes me rave; 


It makes me weep——and my Tears rarely flow, ** 
Per. Was euer ſtronger Proof of filial Love? 
Perſ. Vain are Rome's Hopes, while pose r. EZ 
vive : 
But ſhou'd the Sword eadia me, and- Age ny — 
(Heav'n grant they leave him to the Sesbe of 1 
The Kingdom, and the King, are both their own ; - 
A duteous loyal King, a ſceptred Slave, MLA 
A willing Macedonian Slave to Rome: 
King. Eirſt let an Earthquake ſwallow Macedonia, | 
Per. How, at ſuch News, wou'd an 1 . 
Joice ? 0 
How the great Shade of Alexander ſmile?: by 
The Thought quite choaks me up: Tcan no more. 
King. n 
Fal. No, Sir Why have I ſpoke at al - 
"Twas needleſs: Philip juſtifies my Range + „ 
Philip's the ſingle Witneſs which I call 


hs | 93. 
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King. What doſt mean? 
Per. What mean I, Sir! "what mean I !—To run 


mad; 
For who, unſhaken both in Heart and Brain, 
Can recolleQ it! 


What ? 
* This Morning's Inſult. 
This Morning they proclaim d him Philip's King. 
This Morning they forgave you for his Sake. 
O pardon, pardon | I cou'd ſtrike him dead. 
King. More Temper. 
Per. Not more Truth; that cannot be! ! 
And that it cannot, one Proof can't eſcape you ; 
For what but Truth could make me, Sir, ſo bold? \ 
Rome puts forth all her Strength to crown her Mi- 
nion. 
Demetrius Vices, theiving of themſelves, 
Her fulſome Flatt ries — to ranker Growth. 
Demetrius is the Burden of her Song ; 
Each River, Hill, and Dale, has learnt his Name; 
While elder Perſeus i in a Whiſper dies. 
Demetrius treats ; Demetrius gives us Peace ; 
Demetrius is our God, and wwor'd be ſo. 5 
My Sight is ſhort : Look on him you that can: 
What ſage Experience ſits upon his Brow, 
What awful Marks of Wiſdom, who vouchſafes 
To patronize a Father, and a King ? 
Such Patronage is Treaſon. 
King 


| - Treaſon! Death! 
Po Nor let the Ties of Blood tie up the Hands 
Of Juſtice : Nature's Ties are broke already: 
For, who contend before you ?—Your two Sons? 
No; read aright, tis Macedon and Rome. 
A well-maſk'd Foreigner, and your—only Son, 
Guard of your Life, and—Exile of your Love. 
Now, bear me to my Dungeon: What ſo fit 
As Darkneſs, Chains, . Death, for ſuch a Trai- 
tor? 
An. Speak, Demetrius. 


Art. My Lord, he cannot ſ. accept his Tears— 
5 80 of Words. ** 


Perſ. 


P 
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Per. His Tears as falſe, as they | 
Now, with fine Phraſe, and Foppery of Tongue; 

More graceful Action, and a ſmoother Tone, 
'That Orator of Fable, and fair Face, 


Will ſteal on your brib'd Hearts, and, as you liſten, 
Plain Truth, and I, plain Perſeus, are 


Dem. My Father! King! and Judge! thrice awful 
Power! 
Your Son, Your Subject, and your Nia bear. 
Thrice humble State ! If I — 
(Which gives, it ſeems, Offence) be that no Crime! 
Which oft has ſerv'd my Country, and my King: 
Nor in my Brother let it — for Virtue, 
\ That, as he is, ungracious he would ſeem : 
| * he wants not Art, tho' Grace —_ Fall 


The wonted Aids of thoſe that are accu d. 
Has my Accuſer ſeiz d. He ſhed falſe — 
That my true Sorrows might ſuſpected flow : 
He ſeeks my Life, and calls me Murderer ; 
And yows no Refuge can he find on Earth, 
That I may want it in a Father's Arms ; 
Thoſe Arms, to which e' en Strangers fly for Safety. 
King. Speak to your Charge. 
Dem. Hle charges me with TR 
If Tm a Traitor, if J league with Rome, 
Why did his Zeal forbear me till this Hour ? 
| Was Treaſon then no Crime, (till as he feigns) * 
I ſought his Life ? Dares Perſeus hold, ſo much, 23 
His Father's Welfare cheaper than his own? | 
Leſs Cauſe have I, a Brother, to complain. 
| He ſays, I wade for Empire thro' his Blood: 
He ſays, I place my Confidence in Rome. 
Why murder him, if Rome will crown my Brow B 
Will then a Sceptre dipt in Brother's Blood, 
Conciliate Love, and. make my Reign ſecure? 


1 Falſe are both Charges; and he proves them falſe, 
By placing chem together. 
Ant. That's well M. 
FA , Dem. Mark, Sir, how Perſeus, unawares abſolves me: 


| From Guilt in all, by . all with Guilt. 5 
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Did 1 kim Poiſon at my Feaſt? 
7 Why they did I provoke bin i in the Field? 
That, as he did, he might refuſe. to come? 
When angry he reſus'd,  ſhou'd have ſooth d 
His rous d Refentment, and deferr'd the Blow); 
Not deſtinꝰd him that Moment to my Sword, 
Which I before inſttucted him to ſhun. | 
Thro' fear of Death, did he decline my Banquet? | 
Cout1 expeRt atipittarte then at his? 
Theſe: mamegrons Pleas at Variance, ovenhiow 
Each other, and are Advocates for me. 
Perf, Nb, Sir; ohm, it his Advocate. 
King. Art thou afraid that I ſhould hear him out ? 
Dem. Quit then this Picture, this well - painted Fear, | 
Aud come to that, which touches him indeed. 4 
Why is Demetrius not deſpis'd of all. 
His Second in Radewments, as in Birk? * 
How dare 1 draw the Thoughts of Macedbn „ 
How dare I gain Eſteem wich foreign Powers? 
Eſteem, when gain d, how dare I to preſerve? 
Theſe are his ſocret Thoughts ; theſe burn within 
Theſe ſting up Accufations in his Soul; - 
Turn friendly Viſs to foul Fraud, and Murder; 
And pour in Poiſon to the Bowl of Love. 
Merit is Trea/on in a younger Brother. 
Hrg. But clear your Conduct with e. to Pre 
Dem. Alas ! dread Sir, I grieve ſet down, 
Among my Crimes, what 3 be my Praife, 
That I. went Hoſtage, or Ambaſſador, - 
Was Philip's high Command, not my Requeſt : 
Indeed, when there, in both thoſe Characters, 
I bore in Mind to whom I owe my Birth : | 
Rome's Favour follow'd. If it is a Crime 
To be regarded, ſpare a Crime you caus'd; 
Caus'd by your Orders, and Example too. 
True, I'm Rome's Friend, while Rome is your Ally: 
When not, this Hoſtage, this Ambaſſador, | 
So dear, ſtands forth the fierceſt of her Fees ;* Fats 
At your Commands, fly ſwift on Wings of Fire, 
'The native Thunder of a Father's Arm; 5 
1 —— There ſpoke at once the Hero, and the . 
: em. 


— 4 


Dew. To cloſe—To thee, I grant, ſome thanks | 
are due ; | [ Speaking to TI 

Not for thy Kindneſs, but Malignity-: : | 
Thy Character's my Friend, tho thou my Fos += - 
For, ſay whole Temper promiſes moſt Guilt ? 
Perſeus, importunate, demands my Death ; 
I do not aſk E his. Ah! no; I feel! 
Too pow'rful Nature pleading for him here : 
But, were there no fraternal Tie to bind 12 1 
A Son of Philip muſt be dear to me. = 5 VA. 
If you, my Father, had been angry with me, 
An elder Brother, a leſs awful Parent, | 
He ſhou'd aſſage you, he ſhou'd intercede, _ 
Soften my Faihngs, and indulge my Youth: | 
But my Aſylum drops its Character; 2 
I find not there my Reſcue, but my Ruin. ; + IC43 CORPS 

Perſ. His bold Aſſurance . 

Kin | Do not interrupt lin; BLI 
But joe: thy Brother-iniſh his Defence. 

Dem, O Perſeus! How I tremble as I ſpeak ! 
Where is a Brother's Voice ; a Brother's Eye ? 
Where is the melting of a Brother's Heart ? 
Where is our awful Father's dread Command? & 
Where a dear dying Mother's laſt Requeſt ? 

Forgot, ſcorn'd, bated, trodden under Foot! 
Thy Heart, how dead to ev ry Call of Nature ! 
Union d unbrother'd! nay, unhumaniz d. 
Far from Affection, as thou'rt near in Blood ! 
Oh! Perſeus, Perjeus — But my Heart's too full. 
[Falls on Antigonas. | 


| King. Support him. 
Per. Vengeance overtakes his Crimes. | 
King. No more 
Ant. See, from his hoary Brow, he wipes the Dew, | 
Which Agony wrings from him. 2 
King. a Oh! my Friend, 
Theſe Boys at Strife, hke AÆAtna's ſtruggling flames, N 
Convulſions cauſe, and make a Mountain ſhake; 
Shake Philip's Firmneſs, and convulſe his Heart; 
: And, with a fiery Flood of civil 8 
iT Thread to . . divided . % : 
- Tre 
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Tue heard them both; by neither am convinc'd : 
Aud yet Demetrius Words went thro' my Heart 
A double Crime, Demetrius, is your Charge ; | 
Fondneſs for Rome, and Hatred to your Brother. 

If you can clear your Innocence in one, 

*Twill give us Cauſe to think you wrong'd in both. 

Dem. How ſhall I clear it, Sir? | 

King. | - This honeſt Man. 
Deteſis the Romans : If you wed his Daughter, 
Rome's Foe becomes the Guardian of your Faith. 

Dem. I told you, Sir, when I return'd from Rome 

King. How! Doſt thou want an abſoluteCommand ? 
Your Brother, Father, Country, all exact it. 

Ant. See yonder Guards at Hand, if you refuſe. 

Aide to Demetrius. 
Nay, more; a Father, ſo diſtreſs'd, demands 
A Son's Compaſſion, to becalm his Heart. 
Oh! Sir, comply. 

Dem. There! there! indeed, you touch me! 
Beſides, if I'm confin'd, and Perſeus free, 
I never, never, ſhall behold her more 
Pardon, ye Gods! an Artifice forc'd on me. [ Fat. 
Dread Sir, your Son complies. 

Dym. Aſtoniſhment! 

Kg, Strike off bs Chains. Nay, Perſeus too is free: 
They wear no Bonds, but thoſe of Duty now. 

Dymas, go, thank the Prince: He weds your 
Daughter; 
And higheſt Honours pay your high Deſert. ¶ Exit. 

Dym O, Sir, without Preſumption, may I dare 
To lift my raviſh d thought ? < 
Dem. In What I've done, 

I paid a Duty to my Father's Will: 
And ſet you an Example, where 'tis due, 
Of not Sen e yours. 

D 


My Duty, Sir, 
To you, can never fail. 
Dem. Then, Dymas, I requeſt thee,, 
Go ſeek the King, and ſave me from a Marriage - 
My Brother has contriv'd, in artful Malice, 
To make me loſe my Father, or my Love. / 


Goz charge the juſt Refuſal on thy{cl, Dyme. 


1 


A TRAGEDY. 


Dym. What Philip authorizes me to wiſh, - 
You, Sir, may diſappoint : But to take on me 

Dem. - Is no more 
Than Dymas owes his 1 if he'd ſhun 
The natural Surmiſe, that he concurr'd 
In brewing this foul Treaſon. - 

Sir, the King 14 832 

Knows hat be does; and, if he ſeeks my Glory— 

Dem. In a Degree, deftruQive of his own : 
Tis yours to diſappoint him, or renounce 
Your Duty to your King. 

Dym. You'll better tell— - 

45 Ves, better tell the King, he wounds his 

Honour, 

By lifting up a Minion from the Duſt, £4 
And mating him with Princes. Uſe your Power 
Againſt yourſelf, Yes, uſe it, like a Man, 
In ſerving him who gave it. Thus you'll make 
Indulgence Juſtice, and abſolve your Maſter, 
Tho' Kings delight in raiſing what they love, 
Leſs owe they to Themſelves, than to the Throne 05 
Nor muſt they proſtitute its Maje 
To ſwell a Subject's Pride, howe er deſerving. 

Dym. What the King grants me— — 

Dem. Talk not of a Grant: 
What a King ought not, that he cannot give ; 

And what is more than meet from Princes Bounty, 
Is Plunder, not a Grant. 'Think you, his Honour - 
13 belonging to your Place, 

Favourite paramount? Preſerve the King 
From doing Wrong, tho: Wrong is done for ou; 
And ſhew, tis not in Favour to corrupt thee. 

Dym. I ſought not, Sir, this Honour. 
Dem But would take i it. 
True Majeſty 5 the very Soul of Kings; 

And, Rectitude's the Soul of Majeſty: 

If mining Minions ſap that Rectitude, 

The King may live, but Majeſty expires: 

Aad he that leſſens Majeſty, impairs 

That juſt Obedience public Good requires ; | | 
3 a Traitor, to the Crown, and State. Dy 
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Dym. Muſt I refuſe what Phil's pleas'd to give? 

Dem. Can a King give thee more than is his Own? 

Know, a King's Dignity is public Wealth ; _ | 

On that ſubſiſts the Nation's Fame, and Power. 

Shall fawning Sycophants to plump themſelves, 

Eat up their Maſter, and dethrone his Glory? 

What are ſuch Wretches ? What, but Vapours foul, 

From Fens and Bogs, by Royal Beams exhal'd, 

Tat Radiance intercepting, which ſhou'd chear : 

The —4 at large? Hence Subjects Hearts grow 

cold, 

And frozen Loyalty forgets to flow : 

But then tis ſlipp'ry Standing for the Minion: 

Stains on his Ermin, to their Royal Maſier 

Such Miſcreants are; not Jewels in his Crown. 

If you perſiſt, Sir But, of Words, no more! 

To me, to threat, is harder than to do ! . 
Dym. Let me embrace this genuine Son of Em- 

ire. 

When warm Debates divide the doubtful Land, 

Should I not know the Prince moſt fit to reign ? 

I've try'd you, as an Eagle tries her Young, 

And find, your dauntleſs Eye is fix'd on Glory. 

I' II to the King, and your Commands obey.— : 

We muſt give young Men Opiates in a Fever. [4fde. 

Yes, Boy, 1 will obey thee, to thy Ruin. | 

Erixene ſhall ſtrike thee dead for this. [Exit Dymas. 
Dem. Theſe Stateſmen nothing woo, but Gold and 

Power. | 

Tm a bold Advocate for other Love; 

Tho', at heir Bar, indicted for a Fool. 

When Reaſon, like the ſkilful! Charioteer, 

Can break the fiery Paſſions to the Bit, 

And, ſpite of their licentious Sallies, keep 

The radiant Track of Glory; Paſſions, then, 

Are Aids and Ornaments, Triumphant Reaſon, 

Firm in her Seat, and ſwift in her Career, 

Enjoys their Violence, and, ſmiling, thanks 

Their formidable Flame, for high Renown. 

Take 
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Take then my Soul, fair Maid ! 'tis wholly thine ; 
And thence I feel an Energy divine. 
When Objects, worthy Praiſe, our Hearts approve, 
Each Virtue grows on conſecrated Love : 
And, ſure, ſoft Paſſions claims to be forgiv'n, 
When Love of Beauty is the Love of Heav'n. 


End of the TAI Act. 
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ACT iu. 
| Enter Erixene and Delia. | 


Frix.? IS plain ! 'tis plain! this Marriage gains 
her Father : 


He join'd to Rome, the Crown. Thy Words were 


true : 
He wooes the "2 Lang that Diadem which I 
Deſpis'd for him. O, how unlike our Loves! 
But i it is well ; he gives me my Revenge. 
Wed Dymas Dau ghter ! What a Fall is there? 
Not the World's 3 could repair his Glory. 


Del. Madam, you can't be mov'd too much! 


But Why 
More now than at the firſt ? . 
Erix. At firſt 1 doubted : 
For who, that lov'd like me, could have — 'd ? 
I diſbeliev'd what Pericles reported; 
And thought it Perſeus Art to wound our Loves. 
But when the good Antigonus, (worn Friend 
'Fo falſe Demetrius, when bis Word confirm'd it, 
Then Paſſion took me, as the Northern Blaſt 
An Autumn Leaf O Gods! the dreadful Whirl ! 
But, _ I ſpeak, he's with her: Laughs and plays; 
Min les his Dalliance with inſulting Mirth ; 
To this new Goddeſs offers up my Tears; 
Ves, with my Shame and Torture, wooes her Love. 
I ſee, hear, feel it! O theſe raging Fires! 
Can then the Thing we ſcorn give ſo much Pain ? 
Del. Madam, theſe Tranſports give him Cauſe to 
triumph ! 
Erix. I vent my Grief to thee; he ne'er ſhall 
know it. 
If I can't conquer, I'll conceal my Paſſion; 
And fue all its Pangs beneath Diſdain. 


ww . wh 
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Del. The greateſt Minds are moſt relenting too : 
If then Demetrius ſhould repent his Crime —- 
Erix. ar ſtill my Paſſion burns, it ſhall burn in- 
* 
On the fierce Rack in Silence III expire 
Before one Sigh eſcape me He 
What wild Extravagance of Thought is thine ? 
But did he ? Who repents, has once been falſe : 
hn Love, Repentance but declares our Guilt; | 
And injur'd Honour—ſhall exact its Due. 5 
In vain his Love, nay mine, ſhould groan in vain! 
Both are devoted. Vengeance, Vengeance, reigns! _ 
Our firſt Love murder'd is the ſharpeſt Pang 
A human Heart can feel. 
Del. The King approaches. 


| Eater the King, &c. 
© 5 Madam, at length we ſee the Dawn of 
EACe 


And hope an End of our domeſtic Jars. 
The jealous Perſeus can no longer fear je: 
Demetrius is a Roman ; fince this Day 
Makes him the Son of Dymas, Rome's wark Soi | 
Erix. Already, Sir, 1 ve heard, and heard with 
Joy, 
Th' ren News. 8 
3 King... To make our Bliſs run Ger, , 
You, M adam, will complete what Heav'n begins ; 
And ſave the Love- ſick Perſeus from Deſpair : 
That Marriage would leave Rome without Pretence 
To touch our Conqueſt ; and for ever join 
To theſe Dominions long-diſputed Thrace. 


Enter Dymas. 


EFrix. Tho' Thrace by Conqueſt ſtoaps to Macedon, 
I know my Rank, and would p its Due. 
With meditated Coldneſs have I heard | 
Prince Perſeus” Vows ; unwilling to conſent, 


WV] | Before . 


8 
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Before reſtor'd to my Forefathers Throne, 
Left that Conſent ſhould merit little Thanks, - 
As flowing leſs from Choice, than your Command : 

But fince the Roman Pride will find Account 

In my perſiſting ſtill; and Philip ſuffer ; | 
I quit the lofty Thought on which I ſtood, 
And yield to your Requeſt. 
King. Indulgent Gods ! 
Bleſt Moment! How will this with Tranſport fill 
The doubtful Perſeus, after Years of Pain? 
Dym. My Lord, I've heard what paſt, and give 
you Joy 
Of Perſeus Nuptials, which your State requires : 
But 1 Demetrius — think of thoſe no more. 
Far from accepting ſuch a Load of Glory, 
I bring, I bring, my Lord, this forfeit Head 
Due to my bold Refuſal. 
King. Dares the Boy 
Fall from his Promiſe ; and impoſe on thee 
Fore'd Diſobedience to my Royal Pleaſure? . 
Dym. No, my. moſt honour d Lord, there, there : 
my Crime: 
Fond of the Maid, with Ardour he preſt on; 
- But ſhould I dare pollute his Blood with mine ? 
But you, Sir, authorize it, —ftill more baſe, 
To wrong a Maſter ſo profuſely kind. 
King. That Man is noble on whom Philip ſmiles. - 
Come, come, there's ſomething more in this_ex- 
lain. 

Dy. Why am I forc'd on this ungrateful Office > 
Yet can't I tell you more than Fame has told; | 
Which ſays Demetrius is in League with Rome. 

Why weds Ambition then an humble Maid, 
But to gain me to Treaſon ? What then follows ? 
They'll ſay the ſubtle Stateſman plann'd this Mar- 

riage, 
To raiſe his Blood into his Maſter's Throne. 3 
No, Sir, preſerve Hy Fame, let Life ſuffice. | 


a 


Ear 


- * 


A TRAGEDY, 


Enter Pericles. : 
Per. Sir, your Ambaſſadors arriv yd "Za Rome. 
[ Preſents a Latter. 
King. Ha I muſt read it— this will tell me more. 
[Hfter reading it. 


O Princeſs ! Now our only Comfort flows 

From your Indulgence to my better Son. 

This dreadful News precipitates my Wiſh. 

To keep rapacious Rome, from ſeizing Thrace, 

You cannot wed too ſoon: My fair 1 400 

What if you bleſs me, and my Son — * 
Erix. Since you requeſt, and your Affairs 4 

mand it, 

Without a Bluſh—T think I may comply. 
King. O Daughter! but no — Gods will 
thank you! 

I go to bleſs my Perſeus with the News. 
Dym, Thus the Bey s dead in Empire, and in Love. 

[Exeunt King, Dymas, &c. 


Erix. I triumph! I'm reveng'd! I reign! I reign! 


Nor thank Demetrius Treaſon for a Crown. 
Love is our own Cauſe, Honour is the Gods. 
I can be glorious without Happineſs; 

But without Glory never can be bleſt.— 


Del. Tis well; but can you wed che Man you - 


ſcorn? 

Erix. Nw any thing, * Vengeance on the Per- 
jur' 

Pl = inſult him from an higher Sphere : 

This unexpected Turn may gall his Pride. 

Whate, er has Pangs for him, has Charms for-me. 
Del. A rooted Love is ſcarce ſo ſoon remov'd, 
Erix, If not, the greater Virtue to controul it ; 

And ſtrike at his Heart, tho' tis through my own. 

Del. I can't but praiſe this Triumph; yet I dread 

The Combat ſtill, And fee the Foe'draws near. 


Enter 
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Enter Demetrius, 


My pale Cheek peaks, 
My trentbling Limbs prevent my faltering a 
aſk 


Erix. What, my Lord? 

Confer i tas, avi ſhe, witho t a Crime. 

I can't believe it. O Erixene— © 1 
Frix. I gueſs your Meaning, Sir, but am ſurpris'd 

That Dymas' Son ſhould think of ought I do. 
Dem. Falſe are my Senſes! falſe both Ear and 


Eye! R 
All, all be rather falfe than her I EN 1 80 
 Frix. She paſt not, Sir, this Way. ; | 
Dem. Is then my Pain 


Your Sport ? 3 can Erixene pretend 
| Herſelf deceiv'd, by what deceiv'd the King ? 
An Artifice made uſe of for your Sake : 

A Proof, not Violation of my Love. 

Erix. Ten not of your Love; nor Artifice : 
Both were forgot; or, rather, never known. | 
But without Artifice I tell you this ; 

Your Brother lays his Sceptre at my Feet, 
And whoſe Example bids my Heart reſiſt 
The Charms of Empire ? 
Den. This is Woman's Skill: 
You ceaſe to love, and from my Conduct ftrive 
— _ an Excuſe. For if indeed 
oht me falſe, had you been thus ſerene, 
—— unruffled ? No; my Heart ſays, no. 
Paſſions, if great, tho turn d to their Reverſe, 
ä = their Degree, and are great Paſſions fill. 
' ſhe who, when ſhe thinks her Lover falſe, 
— her Tem per, never loſt her Heart. 
Erix. That I'm ſerene, ſays not I never loy'd. 
Indeed the W float as Paſſion t 


* 


ATRAGE DT. «47 
But noble Minds have Reaſon for their 5 
While you deſerv xt 201 2 was fincere : 
You 70 e, my Pa ies. But, on, 
If my 2 Mind thinks Anger is +. pwn agg 
Take my N le&, I can afford no more. 
Dem. No, Rage! Flame! e Sive a — g 
ſand Deaths! 
Oh! reſcue me from this more dreadful Calm! 
This curſt Indifference ! Which like a Froſt 
In Northern Seas, out · does the fierceft Storm. 
Commanded by my Father to compl 7 
I feign'd Obedience :—Had I then refus'd — : 
Erix. I grant the Conſequence had been moſt 


dreadful ! . 
| I grant that Dymas Daighter had been angry. 
Dem. Aſk n with what Rage 
Erix. Von well might rage, 
To be refus'd. + Roof 
Den. Refus d! 1 
Erix. He told your Secret; | 


The King, and I, and all the Court can witneſs. 

Dem. Refus'd ! falſe Villain! O the perjur'd Slave? 
Hell-born-Impoſtor ! Madam, tis moſt falſe! - = 
Warm from my Heart is every Word I ſpeak! . '- - 
The Villain lies ! believe the I Pangs that rend me; 
Believe the Witneſs ſtreaming from my ** 3 | 
n +10 MN 

Erix. I do believe 1 
Your Grief fincere. I've heard the Maid is fair. - 

Dem. Proceed; and thus indeed commit "that 

Crime 
You falſely charge on me. The Crown has charm' 4 

you. 


1 warm this Morning did you preſs my Flight | 7 
The Caule is plain: An out- rag d Lover's n 
And dying Agony moleſt our Ear, 8 

And hurt the Mofic of a nuptial Song. 

Erix. Since your Inconflancy perſiſts to charge 

Its Crime on my Ambition, Tu be Kind. | ah 
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And leave yon in Poſſeſſion of an Error, 
Of which you ſeem fo fond. A 
Dem. | "Ab! Ray one Moment! 


Enter Perfens ard Pericles. 


Po Erixine! 

Den. A f [ws mg.) 
Erix. well tim d. 
My Lord, your Brother doubts if I'm ſincere, © 
And thinks (an Error natural to him) | 
I'll break my Vow to you.—You'll clear my Fame, | 
-And labour to convince him, that to-morrow, 
| Erixine's at once, a Bride, and 

: [Exit Erixin 


Par When I have work ' d him up to Violence, 
Bring thou the King, and pity my Diſtreſs. ' 
[To Pericles. Who goes out 
Dem. On what Extremes extreme * impels 
me? 
In Things impoiſ ffible I my Tru; £1; 
J, in my 2 pe - Ot 
Yet in my Rival, Fo 2 
When all our Hopes ** 1 'd in fuch 
Fis as if Poiſon wen were our only Food; 
And Death was call'd on ache Guard 1825 
Per. Why doſt thou droop'? 
Der 25 Becauſe I'm IEP quite dead 
To Hope; and yet rebellious to Deſpair ; 
Like Ghofts unbleſt, that burſt the Bars of Death. 
Strange is my Conduct Stranger my Diſtreſs ; 
Beyond Example both! Who e'et before me 
Preſs d his worſt Foe, to prove his trueſt Friend? 
But cho thou rt not my Brother, thou'rt a Man; 
And, if a Man, compaſſionate the worſt 
That Man can feel; tho' found chat worſt i in me. 
Perſ. What wouldft ? 


Den.  Undinch thy Talons from thy Prey: 


| . the Dove fly to 7his her Nek again. 


[Striking bi Era 


For, oh! the Maid's analienabiy mine ß 
Tho now thro ä ich * 
How often have I languiſh d at her Fret?e ＋ 
Baſk'd in her Eye, and revell d in her Smile? 


How often, as ſhe liſten d to my Vows, © 
Trembling and pale with Agonies of or, 
Have I jeft Earth, and mounted to the Stars? 


Ai TRAGEDY 7 25 


Ty f 


E Bu. ee pe n _— a. 


Inas in thy Sight, 


Den: Thy Tannt, — | 


I no leis preſs your Ant reſt than my on- 

Think you tis poſfible her Heart > long 

Inclin'd to me, che Price of all my Vows, | 
Purchas d by Tears and (Groans, and e 
In tendereſt Returns of Love divine, 

Can in one Day be yours? Impoſſibl ! 


Per/. If I'm decrir'dÞ Im (plras'd/ with the De- | 


ceit a 
. dapices in the golilem Dream 7 -» 
In Pity de not wake me till to-morrow. 
Dem. Then theu'lt — faire the, 
Brother! 
8 alone. : | 
W „ 


EY ee eee 15 


12 corn the Priace who: wers with meaner Views. 
Her Duty's mine, and I eps ceive ſmall Pain 
From your ſweet Error, that her Love is yours. 


I'm pleas d ſuch cordial W of 2 own 


Merit 
Support you in Diſtreſs. 5 
Dem. Inhuman Perſaus! 
If Pity dwells within the Heart of Man, 
If due that Pity to-the laſt Diſtreſs, | 
14 a Lover exquiſitely pain d, 
Lover exquiſitely pain'd 8 
Oh! in the Name e 
Give me my Princeſs ! Give her to my Throes! 


Amidft GRE i - rior 


- 
The 
* 
„ ; : * 
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The Tpacious Earth contains but one for me. 20 
But oh! I'rave:: Art thou not he, the Man 
Who drinks my Groans like Mufick at bis Ear? 
And wou'd as Wine, as Nectar drink sud: 
Are all my Hopes of Mercy lodg'd in thee? 
O rigid Gods! and ſhall I then fall down !.' 
Embrace thy Feet, and bathe them with-my Tears a 
Yes, Lwilldrown thee with my Tears, TI 
So thou afford a human Ear to Pangs, 
A Brother's Pangs, a Brother's broken Heart. FE 

Pexſ. Pardon, — but the Princeſs uae 


1 tal 1404 eos 
. o ay. {laying bold of bin. 
Per. 2 "You tremble. 


Dem. The ses call, and you are bn to 


Dew. What, fe alk, tar NG; prog , 

Draw Honey from her wounded Lip, while * 

Am ſtung to Death ! 107 [ ; | ; 
Per. + » The Triumph once was your' 8 
Dem. Rip up my an Decath nr ou ſhall never ſtir. 

My Heart may vifit her! O! ane 

Have I not ſeen her, where ſhe has not been? 

Have I not claſp'd her Shadow ? Trod her Steps? 

Tranſported trod ! as if they, lead to Heaven ! 

Each Morn, my Life I lighted. at her Eye, 

And, every NAIVE near pry ler 3 
[ Burfts into Tears. 
Per/. Fie ! don Wa ne can a Romas weep? 

Sure Alexanders Helmet can ſuſtain | 

Far heavier Strokes than theſe. For Shame, Demeter, 

E'en ſnatch up the next Sabin in thy Way, 


- *Twilldo as well. LS. 
Dem. By Heaven you ſhall not ſtir. | 
. Long 


Minty 80588 


E 
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Long as I live, I ſtand a World n | 
And keep you diſtant as the Poles aſunder. 
Who takes my Love, in Mercy takes my lie: 
Thy bloody Paſs cleave thro thy Brother s Breaſt. 
1 beg, I challenge, I provoke my Death. 


| ae eee 

Enter King and Dymas, | 5 

Perſ. You will ot murder mob un 
Dem. Yes, you and al 


King. How like a Tyger foaming'o'er his Prey 
Per/. Now, Sir, believe your believe your 
Ear, | +, mA 


And ftill believe ä US „ 
Ota jo net; RR Te Te 2 


My darling Son found criminal in all. 
Dien. That Villain chere to blaſt me! Yes, ru 
ſpeak, 8 
For what have I to fear, who fee the wort! all. 
| 'Tis Time the Truth were known, ae VINE 
Sir,” it el 
Has leſt wp Heart, and laughs to ſee it OY - 
But his Confeſſion ſhall redeem my Fame, 
And reinthrone me in my Princeſs? Smile | 15 
Or Tl return that falſe Embrace be gave . POLY, 
And rr "Ye 
King. 2 Hold, insolent! Wy 
Where's your Reſpect to me?? 3%; 94 
Dem. O Royal sir! 23-4 
That has undone me. Thro' Reſpect I 2 8 
ö A feign'd Conſent, which this Artifice ' + 
4. Has turn d to my Deſtruction. I refus'd 4 
> That Slave's, that curſed: Slave, _ ene, 
Daughter, 72 ICs , 
And he pretends the was  refus'&by me. 066-5 
Hence, hence, this Deſolation. Nought I fear, N 
Tho' Nature groan her laſt. And he then 2 2.4 


, and triumph? ?; 
. Ga Eng. 
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The Man monace you ſhall learn to fear. 
1 > gfe this for me! It is — 
What is my Li a 'd our Feet ? 

King. Is this a Son ore ST 

Dem. No, Sir, my Crimes too great, 
Which dares to o viadicate a Father's Honour, 

To catch the Glories of a falling Crowh, 
And fave it from Pollution. But I've done. 
Tae, unleſs my nne | 

Fiz BEE 1 [ Pointing to 
And if I die, by Neva and Earth and 
His ſordid Blood ſhall mingle with the Dui, 
And ſee if thence twill mount into the Throne. 
O, Sir! think af it! Tu expect my Fate. une 
* — And thou ſhalt have it. 
Dym. How, my Lord, in Tears ! 

King. As if the Gods canie-down in Evidence! 
nem many ſudden Rays of Proof concur - 
To my Conviction? Was e'er equal Boldneſs? 
But hows v9 Wonder from a Brother King ; 

Frances the forg'd Letter, 

This! King of Thrace—To-morrow he'll be 


5 K. | 


THfdero Dymas. 
Pe And yet L doubt it, for I now his Fond naſs. 
Thou practice well the Leſſon I have chee, 
- While I put on a ſolemn Face of Woe, 
Afflicted for a'Bfother's early Fall. — 
8 knows with what Regret.— But, Sir, your 
Safety - 
— the Mandate for Demetrius's Death 
King. What giv'it thou here ? 2.0 
* Dym. Begin e e pos 
on ſigu your Apotheoſis in = 
What ſcales the Skies, but Zeal for public God? 
Perſ. How God-like Mercy? 
Merey to Mankind, 


Dym. 
* Treaſon ad. 
King. ; 
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33 
Muſt then thy Brother bleed? 
[To Perſeus. 
n: [Dymas ſeeming at a boſs, AA, 
bim, and gives a Letter. 
Dym. No, Sir, the King of Thrace. 91 
eat, [ Locking on the Letter. 
King. | Why that is true 
Yet who, if not a Father, ſhould ———1 ? 
Dym. Who, Sir, if not a Philip, ſhould be juſt 1 
King. Is' t not my Son? o Dymas. 
nas. —— | : If not, far lech, Cue. 
King. Is't not my voter Perſeus ? Te. Perſeus. 
Per/. Denn | 3 1 . * 
That ſeeks your Gb and Life. 
em. King. 3 And Life . 8 
ars ! He'll only take your FRE you un ese 8 
e King. Heav'n blaſt thee for that Thought. 
Per/. Why ſhakes my Father ? 
- King, It ſtabs, it gnaws, it harrows up my Soul. 
Is he not young? Was he not much indulg d? 
Mer. Gall'd by his Brother? Doubted by his $2. 70 
Tempted by Rome ? A Nation to a * d 94 201 
2 O a mere Infant chat IN 
King. No, once he ſav'd my Crown. L 3 
Dym. And non! would wear i," 
Ling. How my Head fwims ! = 
a2 Nor ſtrange; the Taſk is band. 
— vet ſcarce for him. Brates, Was ers: a hor 
man : 
Speakmy as if he cod? wee how the King hear. 
Yet + like a Philip 47d. and is immortal. : 
King. 1 hear thee, Dymes; give wo then the Man- | 
. date. Iain to fign, he flops Hort. 
Dym. No wonder if his Mother thus had pads d. 
Perf. Rank Cankers on thy Teague? = men- 
tion her a 
King. O Gods! Tee owe what wal doing 2 


e! King. 


[Throws awey. the Style, 
I fee her dying Eye let fall a Tear 
C3 Is 


1 
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In favour of Demetrius. ——Shall I fab 
Her lovely Image ſtampt on every Feature? 
2 2 His Soul eſcap d it, Sir. 

g. 


Thou ly'ſt, be gone 6 
Ade and Dymas in great — + fon, Perſeus 


N i pers Dy mas. 
8 Tre, that, or dennen will we him. 
| IA to Perſeus, 
If Sir, your Merey [To the King. 


Herſ. O ſpeak on of Mercy. 
Mercy the darling Attribute of Heav'n. 
.: Dym: If you ſhould ſpare him 
i King, What if- I ſhould ſpare him? 
1 I dare not ſay——Your Wrath again might 
e. 


King ves, if thou'rt filent —— What if I ſhould 
ſpare im , ſhould d 
Why if you proud Rome would 
e ou for it. 
"any: 
than bis Death. 10 
O chou, Death's Orator dread Advocate 
For bowelleſs Severity | aſſiſt 
My trembli 8 as thou haſt ſteel d my Heart. 


lee wilt in me, ſhare the Guilt. 
2 gut.] And if I blot it with one tear, 


affected, will forgive me. 
Jen Forgive 1 bs, SOIT. and wiſh N 
10 ; 
Was mild enough to weep. - 
| e going out meets e in mourning, 
Gp; by Antigonus 
 » "Recoverin _ 
Toe: This, Fate, i is. thy tenth Ware, and quite 
0 hrims me 


Her applauſe more ſhocks me 


Itlefs had ſhock d me, had I met his Ghoſt. 
Wr. 1 
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Grace i in his Aspect, 


2 A TRAGEDY: 35 
What haft thou done, my mortal Foe ! thrown bars 
[To 3 
Aar my Glory but thy Scheme ſhall fail. 
As ruſhing Torrents ſweep. th' obſtructing Mound, . 
7 meets this Mountain in his Way, 
R ſe ſtill. n 
Len and Pericles. 2 . 
3 8 W e | 
er/. L grant anger great, yet don't deſſ 
Fove i is againſt thee, 2 7 ſide. ane 
Ant The Prince, dread Sir, low on his bended 4 
Knee ö 
Erg. This way, r — Don mark his 
loom ? 


Ant. I do. 
_ King. Tis falſe, take a , Kings Word. — 1. 


dead. 


That Darling of my Soul would ſtab me 


How dar ſt / ſtart ? Art thou the Traitor's Faber 
If thou art pale, what is enough for me ? | 
How his Grave. yawns, Oh ! chat it way my. wm 7 
Ant. Mourn not the Guilty. ng Fats 
King. No, he's innocent ; 3 273 
Death pays his Debt to Juſtice, and that done, 
I grant him ſtill my Son, as ſuch | love him ; _ 
Yes, and will ob him to my Breaſt, while yet 
His Clay is warm, nor moulders at my. Touch. 
Perſ. 'A Curſe on that Embrace. LAlde. 
Dym Nay worſe, he weeps. | 
King. Poor Boy , be not A by my . 15 
My Tears are gat; and I groan thy death. 
Den And am I then to die ? If 'Dearh's decreed, 
Stab me Pol lt nor give me to the Knife 
Of midnight Ruffians, that have farg'd my Crimes 
For you I beg, for you L pour my Tears; TE: 


You are deceive, diſbonow', bea, ln. id 


0 her- 
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Dem. My Father! Guardian! Friend ! nay Deity ! 
What lefs than Gods give Being, Lite, and Death! 


My dying Mother-— 164 01 


Hold thy Peace I charge thee, 
Dem. Pr Profing your Hand, and bathing it with 


Begueath' e Tenderneß for Wk to me ; 
And low on y Legacy I claim, | 
Claſping your Knee, tho baniſh'd from your Breaſt. 
, King My Knees = Waals that were all, he 
. grafps my Heart. 
Perſeus, SS t thou | ſtand = and * me ruin d? 
2 Teaching his Hand to Berus 
Perſ. * looſe thy Hold. It is 209 7 1 
King. Tes, Maream, and thine, and 14 preſe 
thee. 
Den. Who once before prefery'd ĩt from the Thra- 
cian? 
nd who at Thracimene turned the fred bolt 
rom Philibs hoary Brow ? * | 
King. © IM hear no intite. 
O Perſeus." Nynar !] Phrickes ! aſſiſt me, 
Unbind me, difinchant me, break this Caf 
Of Natare, that Accomplice with my Foes.; © 


-/ Rend me, O rend me, from the Friend of "Fug 


Perſ. Nay then, howe' er reluctant, aid I nf. 
The Friend of Reme That ſevers you for ever; 
Tho' moſt incorporate and ſtrongly knit; | 
As Lig Rong Rad of: the knotte Oak afunder. 0 


1 0 of dying I pA. the Th 7 2 5 x 


Des: In 
 Andflubbbry ig ch 
Who's he that me e 57 07; 
532 [Deen 7 4 5 aw" on. 
be frogs 1 275 8 
1 122, off $1.41 7 N 1 
Still of a. piece wich him From _ 
Afflum, dart 22 : 1 0 
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And quench infernal Thirſt in kindred Blood. 
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And this barb'd Arrow from wy Rreaf- Ty de 25 


e 
And the Barre afier * fant, ,, ST 
Dym. Support the 4 
Pen. 2 Trealon licks the ay <7 
[ Pointing at Demetrius falles in the Struggle: 


Dom: A Fig well fanglys. 013533 
uſtice has 
— O that the 1 could eee the Son! | 


| Farewel, once beſt belov'd ! ſtill moſt deplor'd ! 


He, he who dooms thee, bleeds upon thy Tomb. 
[Exit King. 
Dem. Proſtrate on thee, my Mother Earth, be thou 
Kinder than Brother, or than Father ; open 
And ſave me in thy Boſom from my——Friends, 


Friends, ſworn to waſh their Hands in guiltleſs Tears, 


As if Relation ſever'd human Hearts, 


Or that Deſtruction was the Child of Tous, < 


Perſ. Farewel, young Traitor; if they aſk below, 
Who ſent thee beardleſs down, ſay, honeft Perſeus ; 
Whom Reaſon ſways, not Inſtinct; who can ſtrike 
At horrid Parricide, and flagrant Treaſon, 
Tho' thro” a Boſom dearer than his .] n. 
Think'ſt thou my tender Heart can hate a Brother? 
The Gods and Perſeus war with nought but S 
But I muſt go. What, Sir, your Jaſt Commands 


* 


To your Erixene ? She chides my Stay. 


1 [E xit NS 
Dun. Without that Token of a Brother's Love, 


He could not part; my Death was not — — 
I came for Mercy, and! find it here. 
And Death is Mercy ſince my Love is loſt. 

Alas ! my Father too, my Heart aches for him. 
And Perſeus, fain wou'd I forgive een thee. 


But Philip's Sufferings cry too loud againſt it. 
Blind Author, and ſure Mourner of my Death! 
Father moſt dear! what Pangs haſt thou to come? 
Like that poor Wretch is thy unhappy Doom, 
Who while in Sleep his fever'd Fancy glows, 
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raw Drs hiskeen Sword,” and ſheaths it in his Foes 
But waking ftarts upright, in wild 
r bing 36 hs Hes 3" 
To ſee his reeking hands in crimſon dy 

Aod # pale Corſe extended by his S; . 
He views with Horror what mad dreams have dc 
ner ou ee 
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— 5 1 is un) 101 * 
has murder d hi own Son. 


"a EO Philip dilat he fled. 
up 


NN ei e Vengeance on me 
4485 


. 7 
* * 1 E. th my we, 
Faſo longer thine. 10 12 
King. Yes, and proud Rome a Province... | 
7 Th br 8 ee Poſthumius, Ee, * 
4. ey ave, ey make, ren 
The Name of King the proſtrate A 
Ere Romulus had call'd his Thieves tog . 24 
But let me pauſe. Not 2uintizs Hand, or Seal 5 7 
Doubt, and Impatience, like thick Smoke, and Fire, 
Cloud, and torment my Reaſon. 
Ant. Sir, recall, 
And re- examine thoſe | you ſent to Rome. 
You took their Evidence in Haſte and Anger. 
Torture, if they refuſe, will tell the Trath. 
King. Go ſtop the Napa you hear from me. 
[Exit * and Ant. 
b Erixine 


— ¶ N 
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| "His perjur'd Infoletes-——Pllgoind 
My Vengestire O how juſt ® Traitor 


| To keep 


r Fu iis DES Gnls 
Del. Madam, the Prigce who. 
Death, 


. 


Attemptin W Neis, | 
Was Intel tae ar the Cir Ge, 68 714 


d by his Father's Pow'rs; 

his final Dom. 
and to die And let dn * ' 
aughter weep, J half forgot © 


550 1 gud 
Brix: "Ito — 
Bid Dymas 


TY 
And blacker ll, a Traitor to my E 


188 * 


er 465; 15 


elif K aul gan Demergin . e, 3. 


Den. Thou fhteranern Sep Sepelchre df engt! 
'Thiou Home of or! Hideous Neſt of Crimes 1 
Guitt's firſt ſad Stage in her dark Road to Hell! 
Ye thick- barr d fanlef * for Air, 

alive the Wretch that longs to die! 
Ye ol brow'd Arches, thro” whole: ſullen — 
Reſound the ceaſleſs Groans of pale Defpair!? 
ve dreadful Shambles, cak'd with #nmar Blood! 
Receive a Gueſt, from 255 far other Scenes, 


From pompous ©Oufns from ſhouting Vitories, 


Caronzin ivals, harmonious Bow'rs, 


And the Cain of Heart diſſolving Love. 


Oh! How unlike to theſe * > Heart-breakino Load 
Of Shame eternal, ne er to be knock d off 
Oh! welcome Death, no, never but by thee. — 


Nor has a Foe done this. A Friend! A Father . 


Of! that I could have dy'd . 285 their Gain — 


Demetrius gazing at her. | 
So look'd in Chaos the firſt Beam of Light. | 
How drives the ſtrong Enchantment of. her Eye 


All Horror hence !—— How. die the Thoughts of 
Death? . 


Erix, 


Fe. 


Nor n 


Erix. u — i,” 1 


Shame chides back; for to inſult his Woes - 1! 7 


Is too ſevere ; and to condole, too kind. [Going 
Dem. Thus I arreſt you in the Name of Mercy, .. 
And dare compel your Stay : Is then one Look, 
One Word, one Moment, a laſt Moment too ; © 
When I ſtand tottering on the Brink Nee Yon 
A cruel ignominious death, too much 
For one that loves like me ? A length of Years | 
You may devote to my bleſt Rival's Arms, 


I aſk but one ſhort Monient. 'O _ of by 
Permit. the Dying to lay claim to thee, 4 von iy 
To thee, thou dear Equivalent for Life £2224) 4: 26 


Cruel, relentleſs, Marble-hearted Maid ! 
Erix. Demetrius, — perſiſt to do me wrong. 
For know, tho I behold thee as thou art, 
Doubly a Traitor, to the State and me; 
Thy Sorrow, thy Diſtreſs have touch'd my Boſom 's 
Nr Ipity thee. 


Enter Officer. | 
OF. My Lord, your” Time 5 ſhort, and Death 


waits for 
Frix. Death Lal forgh wks Soi my amet $68 
Dem. Forgive me 2 Oh! thou needft not to forgive! 72 
If Impoſition had not ſtruck thee blind, | 
Truth lies in Ambuſh yer; but will ſtart u, 


And ſeize thy trembling Soul, when mine fled. © * 


O I've a thouſand, thoufand things to fa 


Erix. And I am come a Secret . 45 T | 5 
That might awake thee wer't thou dead al 2 | 


© Of My Lord, your final Moment in erxpir d. | 4 5 
Demetrius and | 


ous” one ſhort Moment more. * 


Dem. N No; Death lets fall 


T he Cartain, and divides our Loves for ever. 


a {1s fore douts; 
Erix. Oh I've a darker Dungeon in my Soul, 


What 
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What Revolutions in the human Heart 
n nme b 


ane u., Euter Antigonns, anich Attendants. 


Ast. How diſtant Virtue dwells from mortal Man? 
Was't not that each Man calls for other's Virtue, 10417 
Her very Name on Earth would be forgot, 


And leave the Tongue; wk has jeſt the Bears. AF 
Was ever ſuch a labour d Plan of Guilt 2. 6% 1 
Take the 4 . Mandate, to the priſon fly 114 28 1 
Throw wide Gates, . * n, bs. * 
The full D 47 * 

— B 


2 ku, Erixene. 171 L A 2 
| The Princeſs ! ha! be gone; [Toth d.. 
While 1 ſtir up an equal Tranſport here. 
Princeſs, I ſee your Griefs, and judge the Cauſe: 
But I bring News might raiſe you from the Grave 5 
Or call you down from Heaven to hear with Joy. 
Juſt Gods ! ! the Virtuous will at laſt prevail. 
ma Motives here too tedious to relate. 
4 begg d the King, to re-examine thoſe; 
| Woe came from ame: The King approv'd 1 Cond. 
8 and eee won Charge they . 


And NN WE ſoon: diſcover'd all; mtl 
That Perſeus brib'd them to their Perjuries; 1 

That Quintiuf Letter was a Forgery ; 

That Prince Demetrius' Intercourſe with Rome 

Was innocent of Treaſon to the State. L 
Erix. O my ſwoln Heart! What will the Gods do 

with me? | 
Ant. And to confirm this moſt ſurprizing mom 
who, ſtriving to ſuppreſs a Tumult. 
he Rumour of Demetrius Flight had rais 'd, 


Was wounded fore, with his laſt Breath . 
I The Prince refus'd his Daughter, which Affront A 


Of Murder; moſt ſevere ! that dooms to W 4 ca 


To meet the Blaſt, and periſhin * 


— 
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1 emo 5 
Ant. "Quiz 0'rcome wit Joy 1"! 
Daene 
Erix. Ah! why recall me? This is a new Kind 


Ant. Fair Princeſs, you. confound me. 

Erix. © . Am! fair? ! 

Am I a Princeſs ? Love and Empire mine? a 
Gay, gorgeous Viſions dancing in my Si etal? | 
No, hens ſtand a naked ſhipwreck* 5 31; 38.4 
Cold, trembling, pale, ſpent, helpleſs, hopeleſs, wad.” 
Caſt on a Shore as cruel as the Waves, 
O'er-hung with rugged Rocks, too ſteep to climb. 15 
The Mountain Billows loud, come foaming in 
Tremendous ; and confound, ere they 

Ant. Madam, the King abſolves you from your . 


Vow. © 
Erix. Fes me; it matberm hot) bile d f. the Prince, 
When he had ſhot the Gulph of his Deſpair; | 3A 


Emerging into all the Light of Heav'n,” | -: 
His Heart high beating, with well-grounded u., 5 


Then to make ſhipwreck of his Happineſs, ) 
Like a poor Wretch that has 22 the Storm, 

And ſwam to what he deems an h Ile, Mi 
When lo ! the ſavage Natives his Blood. 
Ah! why is Vengeance ſweet to Woman's Pride, 7 


As Rapture to her Love? It has undone me. | - 
Del. Madam, he comes. g 
rix. Leave us, 4 
Ant. What dreadful Secret this But I 

Invoke the Gods, and leave the reſt to Fate [ Ex. Ant. 
Erix "How terribly triumphant comes the Wretch 1! 


He comes, like Flowers ambrofial, early 1 


; Enter Demetrius. * | 
9976 1779 * 
N es of Abſence-in 2 
Have I then found — thou celeſtial Maid ! 72 
Eike a fair ems in a ftormy Sea 5 Ws het 97 We 
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Or a bright Goddeſs, thro” 8 
Drapt from the Stars, to theſe hleſt Arms agen 

How exquiſite is Plsaſure after Pain? 
Why throbs my Heart ſo turbulently ftrong, 

Pain d at thy Preſence, thro' redundant Joy, 

Like a poor Miſer, beggar'd by his Store? 

Erix. Joy and Sorrow dwell too near. 

Dem. Talk not of Sorrow, leſt the Gods reſent 
As under - pris d ſo loud a Call o Joy. 

I tine, Tome, am loy'd, I have her here 
Rapture in preſent, e more! 
No Rival. no Deſtroyer, no Deſpair; 

For jealouſies, for Partings, Groans, and Death, 
A Train of Joys, the Gods alone can name 
When Haev'n deloradein Hedings ſo profule, 

So ſudden, ſo ſurp Hope's extreme, ,  ,, _ 
Like the Sun burſting rom the Midnight Gloom, . 
Tis impious to be Niggards in Delight ; 

Joy becomes Daty; Hear's dl, for fome Excel, 
And Tranſport damen our Incenſe to che Skies. 2 

Erix. Tranſport how dreadful 5 400 | 

Den Tune Bie? 11 eil 
Can ſhe not bear the gung of qur Face 7 
Meridian Happineſs is pour d around us; 1 
The laughing Loves deſeend in, e fe 
And where we-tread id an eternal Spring. del 
By ms. ne ere oye, F yds 9-1 

For ſach a Lo.. . 
Erix. That ſtabs me thro” ad thro?! 
Dem. What ſtabs thee 1—Speak wh. I then 

loſt thy Love? | 
Brix: Tomy Confuſion, be it ſpoke.——"Tis thine, | 
_ | Dew: To thy-Coofnhots i: Is jt then a Crime | 
You heard how dying Dymas clear d my Fame. 
Pr rage heard, and ran di- 

tra F 
Dem. Aſtoniſimentt 8 
Erix. I've nothing elſe to give thee. 

e retires in Aftonifement ; e 
both are felent for ſome time. 
He is firack dumb. _— can peak Verb, | 


20 


6.1 
3 


* 
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ent, IS * 
Know, my Demetrius ! Joys are Derr a1 
Man's common Courſe of Nature is Diſtreſs : 33 4 
His Joys are Prodigies ; and like them too, . 
Portend approaching Ill. The wiſe Man kan, 
And trembles at the Perils of a Bliſs. N 
To hope, how bold? How daring to be fond, 14 
When, what our Fondneſs graſps, is not immortal? 


I will preſume on thy known, ſteady Virtue, 


And treat thee like a Man; I will, Demetrius ! . 
Nor longer in my Boſom hide a Brand, > 1.462% 
That burns unſeen, and drinks my vital Blood. . 
Dem. What Myſtery? - 0 
| FHeve, a baue Pauſe in both, 

Erix. i The blackeſt 


Dent. How every Terror doubles in the dark? 

Why muffled up in Silence ſtands my Fate? 

This horrid Spectre let me ſee at once, 

And ſhew if Im A Man. | . 
Trix. | + Tt calls for more. 
Dem. I calls for me then; Love has made me more; 
Erix. O fortify thy Soul with more than Love: 

To hear, what heard, chou it curſe the Tongue that - 


15 — thee, D 
Dem. Curſe whom ? e n 
ria I | Tes Ban thy inmolt Boat! 


Why doſt thou lift thine Eyes and Hands to Heavn? 
The Pow'rs moſt conſcious of this Deed, reſide 
In Darkneſs, howl below in raging Fire. 
Where Pangs like mine corrode them. —Thence ariſe- 
Black Gods of Execration and Deſpair! © * 
Thro' dreadful rr cleave your upward 

wa "2-46 L 
White Natare fl ſhakes, nd Vapours blot the Sun get 220 
Then thzo* thoſe Horrors in loud Groans proclaim, - 
That I am?: 


Dem. What? P11 haveit, tho! ir bla mas: 
Eri: Thus then in Thunder, ——T * me. 


wife. 
Demetrius all. the Scene. "Avi a | Pau 
| Dew. In ie Tar that had had not ſtruck ſo 
deep. What 
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What Tempeſt cer diſcharg'd ſo fierce a Fire 
Calm and deliberate Anguiſh feeds upon me. 


Each Thought ſent out — Help brings in new Woe: 
Where ſhall ] turn? B r - thee? 


U 3 
. Jour whom Mortals will not 
From Bleftirgs, but compe/ to be ſevere. 
I-feel thy Vengeance, and adore thy Power. 
I fee my Failings, and abſolve thy Rage. 
But, Oh! I muft perceive the Load that's aun; 
I can't but tremble underneath the Stroke. 
Aid me to bear But ſince it can't be bome, 
Oh let thy Mercy burſt in Flames upon me 1 
Thy triple bolt is healing Balm to this. | 
This Pain unfelt, unfancy'd by the Wretch, - T8 
The groaning Wretch, that on the Wheel EXPITE8, 
1 Erix. Why did | tell bee? 
SH Dem. Why commit a Deed 
4 Too ſhocking to be told ? What Fumes of Hell | 
1 Flew to thy Fan What Fiend the Crime inſpir d? 
1 + Erix, Perſeus, laſt Night, as ſoon as thou waſt fled, 
* =@ At that dead Hour, when Men are at Rell, 
When every Crime, and Horror is abroad, 91 
374 Graves yawn, Fiends yell, Wolves bowl and Ravens . E 
am. | 
Than Ravens, Wolves, orFiends more fatal far ; 
To me he came, and threw him at my Feet, 
And wept, and ſwore unleſs I gave Conſent | 
To call a Prieſt that Moment, all was ruin d. 
That the next Day Demetrius and his Powers 
Might conquer, he loſe me, and I my ere 
Confer'd by Pbilip but on Perſeus Wife. 
I ſtarted, trembled, fainted ; he invades 
My half-recover'd Strength, brib'd Prieſts conſpire, 
All urge my Vow, all ſeize my raviſh'd Hand, 
1 Invoke the Gods, run o'er the haſty. Rite; 
And Furies bow!'d our Nuptial Song below. | 


Can ſt thou forgive? 
By all the Flames ore 


e 


by mf „ e 


Dem. enn 


And Tortents of Deſpr nou an. T5 15 
1 5 


42 


#3» 
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The Perles toſs their Torches from thy Hand, 
And all their Adders hiſs around thy Head! 


I'll fee thy Face no more! | [Going. 
Erix. | Thy Rage is j t. 
Vet ſtay and kw me. [She n and hold; him, 
Dem. I have heard too mach. 
Erix. Till thou haſt heard the whole, O do not 
curſe me 

Dem. Where can I find a Curſe to reach thy 

. Crime? 

Dea, AE). TM lk tag. 
em. | A er Tears, like drops of 
Molten Lead, 


With Torment burn their Paſſage to my FIPS: 
And yet ſuch Violation of her Vows — 


Erix. Mercy ! | 
Dem. Perſeus —— - [Stamping. 
Enix. Stamp till the Centre ſhakes, 5 


So black a Dzmon ſhalt thou never raiſe. 
Perſeus ? Canſt thou abhor him more than 17 
Hell has its Furies, Perſeus has his Love, 
And, oh! Demetrius his eternal Hate. 
B. Eternal? Ves, eternal and eternal; 
As deep and everlaſting as my Pain. | 
Erix. Some God and footh his Soul to 
Peace ! 
Dem. Talk'ft thou of Peace, what Peace haſt thou! 4 
beſtow'd ? | 3 
A Brain diſtracted, and a broken Heart. . 
main of Peace? Hark, hark, thy bes f 
His Faher's Rebel! Brother's Murderer | . BR 
Nature's Abhorrence, and thy lawful Lord! _ - 4 
Fly my kind Patroneſs, and in his Boſom . 


Conſult my Peace. EN” . 
Erix. 3 I never ſhall be there, 3 al 
My Lo Life ! 
Dem. Sh my How ſa 147 h. gen be- 


Fly, | awa away | tis Death! tis Inceit | | 
F fy . 7 ng wide, and loking round. him. 


(5 bois going for lb i 
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Dar'ft thou to ved D, Dart thou touch 


him, 
Even with thine E | 
„ eee more, Hs ſcize, 
And fix him here: No doubt to'thy Surprize— 
I'mrBlemiſh'd, not abandon'd ; Honour ſtill 
Is facred in my Sight. Thou call'& it Inceſt ; 
Tis Innocence, tis Virtue ; if there's V irtue, 
In fixt, inviolable Strength of Love. 
For know, the Moment the dark deed was done, 
The Moment Madneſs made me Perſeus Wife, 
J ſeiz'd this Friend, anc 5 lodg'd him, in my Boſom, 
[Shewing @ Dagger, 
Firmly reſolv'd I never would be more. 
And now I fling me at thy Feet, imploring 
Thy fteadier Hand to guide him to my Heart. 
Who wed in Vengeance wed not but to die. 

Dem. Has Perſeus then an Hymeneal Claim? | 
And no Divorce, but Death? 97 Death from me, 
Who ſhould defend thee from the World in Arms? 
O thou ſtill excellent! fill moſt belov'd ! ; 

Erix. Life is the Foe that parts us; Death aFriend, 
All Knots — oins us; 2nd for ever. 

Why fo diſorder 
Lock on me; Do F tremble ? Am I pale? 
When I let looſe a Sigh, I'll pardon thine. SF 
Take my Example, and be bravely wretched ; 
True Grandeur riſes from ſurmounted IIls; 

e wretched only can be truly preat. 

not in Kindneſs, yet in Vengeance ftrike ;. 
*Tis not Erixene, tis Perſeus Wife. 
Thoul't not f me? 

Dem. 5 Not to Tove. 


Erix. | Then ftrike. 


Dem. How can 1 ſtrike; 15 


Ng: azing on her ob © mad ., 
1 


| at the 'F ace-of Heav'n 5 
Moe tab I ſtrike Vet how can I forbear ?. 
I feel a thouſand Deaths, debating one. 

A Deity ſtands Guard on ee can. 


es àt me. 


erefore ſhakes thy Frame? 


Zrix. 


1 Af 
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Erix. As wil Brother ſoon: DE! 
He's now in M and may be ere hs Howe ES 
Nothing ſo cruel as too ſoft a Soul; | ; 
This is 1 Tenderneſe, that breaks my Heart, 
Strange Tenderneſs, that dooms to double Death: 
To Perſeus. 

Dem. Trae: „ 
By wounding thee, whom ſavage Pards would ſpare? 
My Heart's Inhabitant! my Soul's Ambition 4. 

By wounding thee, and bathing in thy Blood; 2 
That Blood illuftrious, thro? a radiant Race 0 | 
Of Kings, and Heroes, —̃̃— 
Erix. Heroes and 22 and Gods themſelves, 
muſt yield * : 
'To dire Neceſſity. | 

Dem. —— tin; ns Lf 
Stand firm and fair. : 

Erix, My Boſom meets the Point, 

Than Perſeus far more welcome to my Breaft. 


Dem. Neceflity, for Gods themſelves too ſtrong, 


Is weaker than thy Charms. Drops the Dagger. 


Erix. O my Demetrius ! 

[ Turns, and goes to the farther part of the Stage. a 

Den. O my Brixenc ! f 
[Both filent, aurch and tremble, 


| __ IT Farewel. [Toing.. 

; ['Paſfonate 2 her. 
Bris. To ſeek a Friend. ; 4 - ad ; 
Den. He's here. = 


: | Heub-h firike onde, 
And fave me from a double Suicide, 

And one of tenfold Death. -O Feve! O 75 7 
T alliug oa bis Bs. 
But Im diſtracted. | | baden Harting up. 

What can Jove Wh F 

What can I pray for? +: 
Erix. For a Heat: - 
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That cannot feel. Mine bleeds at ever y Vein. 


Who neyer lov'd, ne er ſuffer'd ; he feels wothing, 

Who nothing feels but for himſelf alone j* © 

And when we feel for others, Reaſon reels, 

Oferloaded, from her Path, and Man runs mad. 

As Love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, 

Love only feels the Mar welluis of Pain; 

new Veins of Torture in the Soul, 

And wakes the Nerve where Agonies are born, Os, 

E'en Dyntas, Perſeus, (Hearts of Adamant!) 10 

Might weep theſe Torments of their mortal Foe. 

Erix.' Shall I be leſs compaſſionate than they ? 

[Takes up the Dagger. 

What Love deny'd, thine Agonies have done ; 

8 
Demetrius Sigh outſtings the Dart of Death. 


Enter the King, . 


King. Give my Demetrius to my Azad: I call him 
To Life from Death, to tranſport from Deſpair. ; 


Dan. See Perſeus Wife! [Pointing at Erixene] Let 
Delia tell the reſt. 


King. My Grief-accuſtom'd Heart can gueſs too 


well. 


Dem. That Sight turns all to Guilt, but Tears and 
Death. 


King. Death ! — Who ſhall quell falſe Perſeus u. now 
nin Arms? 


Who pour my Tempeſt on the Capitol ? 


How ſhall I ſweeten Life to thy ſad Spirit? 


Tn quit my Throne this Hour, and thou ſhalt rei 


Dem. You recommend that Death you wo diſ- 
— ade; | | 


Ennobled thus by Fame and Empire loſt, 


As well as Life !—ſmall Sacrifice to Love. 
| [ Going to flab himſelf, the King runs to pre- 


vent it, but too late. 


1 bold;: N 
ng. ant | nor ſtrike « thy. Dagger thro' my 


Tell Perſeus, if he'll heath h. his impious 2 


E © TRAGEDY. 


Dem. "Tis my ft Dilobedience, and my „ 
Kin 1g. There Philip fell! There Nas cog WARTS 
I ſee the Roman Eagle hovering o'er us, | 


And the Shaft broke, ſhould bring her to the Mk... 254 


[ Pointing at Demetrius, 
Dem. Hear, good Antigonus ! my laſt a 


Drawn on his Father; I'll forgive him all; AS $4 
Tho' poor Er:izxeme lies bleeding by. p {1 
Her Blood cries Vengeance. — But my Fathers. 4 
Peace. n 1 wn, 
King. As much his Goodneſs wounds me, as his 
What then's are both ?—O. Phil, ieee N 4 | 
Where is the Pride of Greece, the Dread of Nume, : 
The Theme of 'Athers,' the wide World's Exanple, | T1 ? 4, | 
And the God Alexander's Rival, now? +3 hed 
E'en at the Foot of Fortune's Precipice, © 1775 8 17 7 * 
Where the Slave's Sigh wafts Pity to the Prince, * +45 
And his Ommipatence cries out for more. - | 
Ant. As the ſwoln Column of aſcending Smoks,; 
So ſolid ſwells thy Grandeur, Pigmy Man!! 
King. My Life's deep Tragedy was roo with To 
From Scene to Scene advaneing in Diſtreſs, 
Thro' a {ad Series, to this dire Refult ; » 
As if the Thracian conducted all, 
And wrote the Moral in her Children's Blood; 
(Which Seas might labour to waſh out in ren} 3 
Hear it, ye Nations! diſtant Ages ! hea er: 
And learn, the dread Decrees of Jove to fear: | e 
His dread Deerees the ſtricteſt Ballance keep: ++. 4 
The Father groans, who made a W r, 3 
But if no Terror for yourſeFves can move, | 
Tremble, ye Parents, for the Child ye love; 
For Your Demetrius: Mine is doom'd to 4 
A guiltleſs — for his Father's d. | 
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| Ard oll he Far 


. He well E 


8 His pals 13214 
No Friend to maurn, 10 Flattorer iu ſtign. | 2, 


EPILOGUE By the 
AUT of + HG 
ob, thro' Cuftom, is your Right, 


ee was needful rl this gt. 
ie Virmous falls, the Guilty fries, 


e dread/ul Choſe our narrow Scene denies. =». 


I Hiftory's authentic Record read 

What ample Vengeance gluts Demetrius Shade: 
Vengeance ſo. £44 that auben his Tale is 9 9 
With Pity ſome, even Perſeus may Zebold. * 

- Perſeus fai wi d, 2 55 and and Hel the Throne, 
But ceaſoleſi Caves in Conqueſt made Hm goes, 5.7, "OW 
Nor reign d he Jong ; 7 ome ſwift Thunder uo, 
And headlong from his Throne the Tyrant threw : 
Thrown headlong down, by Rome 7 T; riumph lad, 
For this Night De, hrs pe rjur d:Boſomn bled. „„ 
E Kale e mad hn fart, LEY 

+ An nan rant bis Hea: 1. 2 L 

dan rob'd i in Hact his Children round him . 

Aud their 'rais r. | 4 
The you: Pd, unconſcious of their N a, 
At which . Tears, O Rome I began to = | bf 

So ſad the Scene: N has then muſt Perſeus Book, / 


Do fee Jove's Race attend the Vittor's Def + 
ap 3 Slaves of his wor ne 5 
. 


ſuch a Source I—— As age, - * { 
He fichen'd ſoon to. Death; aud, 3 3 SL 
r 
Unpity'd, ſcurm d, infulted his las Hour,” - 
Far, far from home, and in a V aſſal. — 
Cheek refled on his ſhameful Chain, 


No Suit retards; no Comfort fooths bis Doom, 
And not ane Tear bedews.a Monarth.s Tomb, 151244 96 1 


Nor ends it thun. — dire Vengeance r 


His ancient Empire falling, —— hate. OY 
His Throne forget ] His aueeping Country: WY Ss, 
And Nations a um Alexander 3 1 
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